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Song I. The Miſtaken Maid. 


SI 8 T noon, in a ſultry ſummer's day, 
SEES The brighteſt lady of the May, 
Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 

Sat Kknotting in a ſhade: 


Each lender linger play'd its part 
With ſuch activity and art, 


As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moſt decay d. 


Her fav'rite fwain by chance came by, 
She had him quickly in her eye, 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 


She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid. 15 
A 3 | She 
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She let her iv'ry needle fall, 
And hurPd away the twiſted ball ; 
Then gave her Strephon ſuch a call, 
As would have wak'd the dead. 


Dear gentle youth, is't none but thee ? 

With innocence J dare be free; 

By fo much truſt and modeſty 
No ny mph was e'er betray d. 


Come lean thy head upon my lap, : 

While thy ſoft cheeks J oke and clap, 

Thou may'it ſecurely take a nap ; | 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all oer; 
She figh'd --— and could no more, 

But ftarting up, ſhe ſaid: 


Such virtue ſhon'd rewarded be, 

Fer this thy dull fidelity ; 

FI truſt thee with thy flocks, not me, 
Purſue thy grazing trade. 


So milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 


And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lulbd to ſleep 
| By me, miſtaken maid. 


Song II. The Raviſpd Lover, 


F 


I. 


HEN Fanny, blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd ſight; 
Caught with her ſhape and air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight. 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz d, 
Admiring cv'ry pait, 
I ev'ry feature prai d, 
She ole into my heart. 


* 
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pe. 
In her bewitching eyes, 
Young ſmiling loves appear, 
There Cupid basking lies, 
His ſhafts are hoarded there; 


1 Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 
F: With colour all their own, 

| Excelling far the pride 

3 Of roſes newly blown, 

1 III. 


Her well-turn'd limbs confeſs 
The lucky hand of jſove, 
Her features all expreſs, 
The bcauteous queen of love. 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt 
Of that too lovely maid, 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt! 
IV. 
Venus 'round Fanny's waſte, 
Hath her own ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who ſport the circle round; 
How happy will he be, 
Who ſhall her zone unlooſe! 
4 That bliſs to all but me, 
"1 May heaven and ſhe refuſe. 
Song III. My dear Miſtreſs, &c. 
Oung Philander woo'd me long, 
I was peeviſh, and forbad him; 
Nor would hear his loving ſong, 
And yet now I wiſh, I wiſh 1 had him, 
For each morn I view my glaſs, _ * 
I perceive the whim is going; 
2 For when wrinkles ſtreak the face, 
4 We may bid farewel to wooirg ; 
, For when wrinkles ſtreak the face, 
We may bid farewel to wooing. 
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Uſe your time, ye virgins fair, 
Chooſe before your days are evil; 
Fifteen 1s a ſeaſon rare, 
Five and forty is the devil. 
Juſt when ripe, conſent to do't, 
Hug no more your lonely pillow ; 


Women, like ſome other fruit, 


Loſe their reliſh when too nietlow'; 
Women, like ſome other fruit, 
' Loſe their reliſh when too mellow. 


Song IV. A Country Dialogue. 
J. 
Here oxen do low, 
And apples do grow ; 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs is mown ; 
Where pigeons do fly, 
And rooks neſtle high, 
Fate give me for life a place. 
She. Where hay is well cock'd, 
And udders are ftroak'd, 
Where duck and drake 
Cry quack, quack, quack ; 
Where turkeys lay eggs, 
And ſows ſuckle pigs, 
| Oh! there I would paſs my days. 
He. On nought we will feed, 
She. But what we do breed; 
And wear on our backs, 
He. The wool of our flocks; 
She. And tho' linnen feel 
Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 
"11s cleanly, tho' coarſe it comes. 
He, Town follies and cullies, 
And mollies and dollies, | 
For ever adieu, and for ever. 


He. 


3 Songs and Ballads, 9 
1 She. And beaus that in boxes, 


1 Lie ſmuggling their doxes, 
3 With wigs that hang down te bums. 


'Y IL. 
3 He. Good-by to the Mall, 
4 The Park and Canal, 
2 St. James's ſquare, 
3 And flaunters there; 
3 The gamgng-houſe too, 
1 Where high dice and low 
Are manag'd by all degrees. 
She. Adieu to the knight, 
3 Was bubbled laſt night, 
1 That keeps a blowze, 
And beats his ſpouſe; 
And now in great haſte, 
To pay what he's loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his trees, 
He. And well fare the lad, 
She. Improves e'ery clod, 
He. That neer ſets his hand 
To bill or to bond, 
She. Nor barters his flocks 
For wine or the pox, 
To chouſe him of half his days: 
He, But fiſhing and fowling, | 
And hunting and bowling, 
His paſtime is ever, and ever; 
She. Whole lips when you buſs 'em, 
Smell like the bean-bloſſom, 
Oh he 'tis ſhall have my praiſe ! 
II. 
He. To th' tavern, where goes 
Sow'r apples and ſloes, 
A long adieu ; | 
And farewel too, 
Y 'The houſe of the preat, 
1 Whoſe cook has no meat, 
; And butler wn quench my thirſt. 


She. 


10 


Of King 
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She. Good-by to the Change, 
Where rantepoles range; 
Farewel cold tea, 

And rattafee, 
Hyde-Park too, where pride 
In coaches do ride, 


Altho' they be choak'd with duſt. 


He. Farewel the law-gown, 
She. The plague of the town 
He. And foe to the crown, 
That ſhould be run down; 
She. With city-jack-daws, 
That make ſtaple-laws, 
To meaſure by yards and ells. 
He. Stock- jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever. 
Cha. We #now aubat you're doing, 
And home <yere both going, 
And fo you may ring the bells. 


The moſt Famous BALLAD 
HENRY the 5th; bis Vidory over 


the French at Agencourt. 


Council grave our King did hold, 
| With many a lord and knight, 
That he might truly underſtand, 


'That France did hold his right. 


Unto the King in France therefore 
Embaſſadors he ſent, 

That he might truly underſtand 
His mind and whole intent. 


Defiring him, in friendly ſort, 

His lawful right to yield; 

Or elſe he ſwore, by dint of ſword, 
To win it in the field. 


_ He ſent unto this royal King, 


In France he landed ſafe and found. 


Songs and Ballads: 10 


The King of France, with all his lords, 1 
Did hear this meſſage plain, 4 
And to our brave embaſſador F 
Did anſwer with diſdain, | 


And ſaid, our King was yet too young, 
And of but tender age; q 


# 

Therefore they paſs not for his threats, 1 

Nor fear not his courage. L 

: 

His knowledge in the feats of arms, i 

As yet 1s very ſmall ; 1 

His tender joints more fitter are 9 
To toſs a tennis- ball. 

A tun of tennis- balls therefore, 5 | 

In pride and great diſdain 8 


Jo recompence his pain. | ll 


Which anſwer when our King did hear, 
He waxed wroth in heart; 

And ſwore he would provide ſuch balls, 
Should make all France to ſmart. 


An army then our King did hold, 
Which was both good and ſtrong 3 . 

And from Southampton is our King 
With all his navy gone: 


Both he and all his train; 
And to the town of Huſle then 
He marched up amain. 


Which when he had beſieg'd the town, 
Againſt the fenced walls, 

To batter down the ſtately towers, 
He ſent his Engliſh balls, 


B 2 | When 
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When this was done, our King did march 


Then up and down the land; 
And not a Frenchman for his life 
Durſt once his force withſtand : 


Until he came to Agencourt, 
Whereas it was his chance 

To find the King in readineſs, 
With all the power of France. 


A mighty hoſt he had prepar'd, 


Of e ſoldiers then; 
Which were no leſs, by juſt account, 
Than forty thouſand men. 


Which ſight did much amaze our King ; ; 
For he and all his hoſt, 


Not paſſing fifteen thouſand had, 


Accounted with the moſt. 


The King of France, who well did know 


The number of our men, 
In-vaunting pride and great diſdain 
Did ſend an herald then, 


To underſtand what he would give 
For ranſom of his life, 

When they in field had taken him, 
Amongſt the bloody ſtrife. 


And when our King with chearful heart, 
This anſwer then did make; 

Before that it does come to paſs, 
Some of your hearts will ake: 


And to your proud preſumptuous King, 
Declare this thing, quoth he; 


My own heart's- blood will pay the price, 
Nought elſe he get of me, 


Ther 


Songs and Ballads. 1 . = B3 


Then ſpake the noble duke of Vork, 
O noble king, quoth he, | 
The leading of this battle brave, 
It doth belong to me. 


God- -a-mercy couſin York, he ſaid, 
I grant thee thy requeſt; 
Then lead thou on couragiouſly, 


And I wil lead the reſt. 


Then came the bragging Frenchmen down 
With cruel force and might, 

With whom our noble King began 
A fierce and dreadful fight. 


The archers they diſcharg'd their ſhafts, 
As thick as hail from sky; 
And many a Frenchman in the field, 
That happy day did die. 


Their horſes tumbled on the ſtakes, 
And fo their lives they loſt ; 

And many a Frenchman there was ta'en, 
As priſoners to their colt, 


Ten thouſand men that day were lain, 
As enemies in the field; 

And eke as many priſoners 
Were forc'd that day to yield. 


Thus had our King a happy day, 
And victory over France; 

And brought them quickly under foot. 

That late in pride did prance. 


God fave our King, and bleſs thi land. 
And grant to him likewiſe 
The upper-hand, and victory 
Of all his enemies. | 
Song 


Chet | $ 
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Song VI. I ben be holds up his Hand arraign'd 
for his Life. 

n E the lovely, the joy of her ſwain, 

I By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again; 

She Hud in the youth, and the youth in the fair; 

"Their pleaiure was equal, and equal their care: 

No time, no enjoyment, their dotage withdrew 3 

Bat the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv'd, 

| Still the fonder they grew. 


A paffon ſo happy alarm'd all the plain, 
Some envy'd the nymph, but more envy'd the ſwain; 
Same iwore 'twou'd be pity their loves to invade, 
That the fovers alone for each other were made : 
Bat all, all conſented, that none ever Knew 
A nymph yet ſo kind, a nymph yet fo kind, 

Or a ſhepherd ſo true. 


Love fav; em with pleaſure, and vow'd to take care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair; 
What either did want, he bid either o move, 1 
But they wanted nothing, but ever to love: 4 
Said, twas all that to bleſs em his god-head cou'd do, 

That they ſtill might be kind, that they ſtill might be kind, 

And they ſtill might be true. 


Song VII. Draw, Cupid, Draw, &c. 

R A W, Cupid, draw, and make fair Sylvia know, 

D The mighty pain her ſuff' ring ſwain does for her 
| undergo z „„ 

Conrey this dart into her heart, and, when ſhe's ſet on fire, 
Do thou return, and let her burn like me in chaſte defire : 5 
That by experience ſhe may learn to pity me, 3 
Whene'er her eyes do tyrannize o'er my captivity ; 
But when in love we jointly move, and tenderly embrace, 
Like angels ſhine, and ſweely join to one another's * 4 
5 3 ong 
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Songs and Ballads. 


J cannot deſcribe you her beauty and wit, 
Like manna to each ſhe's a reliſhing bit; 

She alone by enjo ment the more does prevail, 
And ſtill with freſh pleaſures does hoiſt up your fail: 
Nay, had you a ſurfeit but took of all others, 
One look from my Dolly your ſtomach recovers. 


"oY; IX. Fockey's Lamentation. 


"OCKEY met with lia fair 
N the dawning and the day, 
And Jockey now 1s full of care, 
For Jenny ſtole my heart away : 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
Vet ſhe, alas! has prov'd unkind, 
That's what does make poor Jockey rue, 
For Jenny's fickle as the wind : 
And tis o'er the hills, and far away, 


L'is ger the hills, and far away, 


*T'is o'er the hills, and far away, 
The wind nas blow'd my plad away. 


Jockey was a bonny lad, 
As e&er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now poor Jockey is run mad, 
For Jenny cau! es his deſpair ; 
Jockey was a pipei's ſon, 
And fell in love while he was v "oung 3 


ew . 


15 


Song VIII. Some brag of their Chloris, &x. 
OME brag of their Chloris, and ſome of their Phillis x 


Some cry up their Celias, and bright Amary Illis: 
Thus poets and lovers their miltreſſes dub. 
And goddeſſes frame from the waſhbowl and tub. 
But away with theſe fictions, and counterfeit ſolly, 
Therc's a thouſand more charms in the name of my Dolly. 


But 
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But 511 the tunes that he could play, 
Wes, Oer the hills and far away, 
And 'tis, &c. | 


When firſt I ſaw my Jenny's face, 

She did appear with fike a grace, 
With muckle joy my heart was fill'd: 
But now alas! with ſorrow kill'd. 

Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twou'd put an end to my deſpair ; 

But ah, alas! ſhe 1s unkind, | 
Which ſore does terrify my mind. 

Twas Oder the hills, and far away, 

Twas o'er the hills, and far away, 

T was Oer the hills, and far away, 


That Jenny ſtole my heart away. 


Did the but feel the diſmal woe 
That for her ſake I undergo, 


She ſurely then would grant relief, 


And put an end to all my grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as falſe as fair, 

Which cauſes all my ſad deſpair ; 
She triumphs in a proud diſdain, 

And takes delight to ſee my pain. 


Hard was my hap to fall in love 


With one that does ſo faithleſs prove; 
Hard was my fate to court the maid, 

That has my conſtant heart betray'd :; 
A thouſand times to me ſhe {wore 

She would be true for ever more : 
But oh ! alas! with grief I fay, 

She's ſtole my heart, and run away. 


*I'was o'er, &c. 


1 
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Good gentle Cupid, take my part, 

And pierce this falſe one to the heart, 
'That ſhe may once but feel the woe, 
As I for her do undergo; 

Oh! make her feel the raging pain, 

That for her love I do ſuſtain; 

She ſure would then more gentle be; 

And foon repent her cruelty, 


Tis o'er, &c. 


I now muſt wander for her fake. 
Since that ſhe will no pity take, 
Info the woods and ſhady grove, 
And bid adieu to my falſe love: 
Since ſhe is falſe whom I adore, 
I ne'er will truſt a woman more; 
From all their charms Pl fly away, 
And on my pipe wall ſweetly play, 


”T 18: Ger, &c. 


There by myſelf I'll ſing and ſay, 
Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
That my poor heart is gone altray, 
Which makes me grieve both night and 
Farewel, farewel, thou cruel ſhe, 
I fear that I ſhall die for thee : 
But if I live, this vow I'll make. 
To love no other for your fake. 


. 


9297 
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Tis Oer the hills, and far away, 
2 Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
4 Ties o'er the hills, ana far away, 
The wind has blow'd my Plad awas”. 
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The Recruiting Officer; or the Merry Voluntiers  * 


Songs and Ballads. 


Being an Excellent new Copy of Verſes upon 
raiſing Recruits. To the foregcing Tune. 


ARK! now the drums beat up again, 
For all true ſoldiers, gentlemen; 
Then let us liſt and march, I ſay, 
Over the hills, and far away, 
Over the hills, and o'er the main, 
To Flanders, Portugal and Spain 3 


ueen Anne commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the hills, and far away. 


All gentlemen that have a mind 

To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come lift, and enter into pay 3 

hen o'er the hills, and far away, 

Over the hills, and o'er the main, 

To Flanders, Portugal and Spain, 


Queen Anne, &c. 
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Here's forty ſhilling on the drum, 
For thoſe that voluntiers do come, 

With ſhirts and cloaths, and preſent pay, 
Vhen o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, &c, 
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Hear that, brave boys, and let us go, 
Or elſe we ſhall be preſt, you know 
Ihen lift, and enter into pay, | 
And over the hills, and far away, 3 


Over the hills, &c. 
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The conſtables they ſearch about 

To find ſuch brisk young fellows out ; 
Then let's be voluntiers, I ſay, 

Over the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, &c. 


Since now the French ſo low are brought, 


And wealth and honour's to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay, 
When o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


No more from ſound of drum retreat. 
While Marlborough and Galloway beat 
The French and Spaniards every day, 
When over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


He that is forc'd to go and fight, 
Will never get true honour by't; 
While voluntiers ſhall win the day, 
When Oer the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


What though our friends our abſence mourn, 
We all with honour ſhall return: 

And then we'll ſing both night and day, 
Over the hills, and far away. 


Over, &c. 


'The prentice Tom he may refuſe 


To wipe his angry maſter's ſhoes : 
For then he's free to ſing and play, 
Over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


C2 Over 
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When over the hills, and far away. 


We every one ſhall captains be, 
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Orer rivers, bogs and ſprings, 
We all ſhall live as great as Kings, 
And plunder get both night and day, 


Over, &c. 


We then ſhall lead more happy lives, 
By getting rid of brats and wives, 
That ſcold on both night and day, 
When over the hills and far away, 


Over, &c. | 
Come on then, boys, and you ſhall ſee 


To whore and rant as well as they, 


When o'er the hills, and far away, | I 
Over, &c. | 5 
But if we go tis one to ten, 5 


But we return all gentlemen, 
All gentlemen as well as they, 


When over the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, and far away, &c. 'Y 


Song XI. Joy 10 Great C SAR. 
The firſt Strain. 


OY to great Cæſar, 


Let the King live for ever, 
Tis no matter for us, boys. 


Long life, love, and pleaſure; I 
*Tis a health that divine is, 1 
Fill the bowl high as mine is; * 
Let none fear a fever, Z 
But take it off thus, boys; 3 
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Songs and Ballads, 


The ſecond Strain. 


Try all the loyal, 
Defy all, 
Give denaal ; 
Jure none thinks his glaſs tos big here, 
Nor any prig here, 
Or ſneaking Whig here, 
Of cripple 'Fony's crew, 
That now looks blue, 
His heart aches too, 
The tap wo'n't do, 
His zeal fo true, 
And projects new, 
Il fate does now purſue. 


The think Strata. 


Let Tories guard the King, 
Let Whigs in halters ſwing ; 

Let Pilk and Shute be ſham'd, 

Let bugg'ring Oates be damn'd, 

Let cheating player be nick d, 

The turn- coat ſcribe be kick'd, 

Let rebel city-dons 

Then ne'er beget their ſons; 

Let ev'ry whiggiſh peer, 

That rapes a lady fair, 

And leaves his only dear 

The ſheets to gnaw and tear, 

Be puniſh'd out of hand, 

And forc'd to pawn his land, 

1” attone the grand affair. 
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The fourth Strain. 


Great Charles, like Jehovah, 
Spares thoſe would un-king him ; 

And warms with his graces | 
The vipers that ſting him : 

Till crown'd with juſt anger, 
The rebels he ſeizes ; 

Thus Heaven can thunder 
Whenever it pleaſes. 


Jigg. 


Then to the Duke fill, fill up the glaſs. 
The ſon of our Martyr, belov'd of our King 
Envy'd, lov'd, 
Yet blefs'd from above, 
Zecur'd by an angel ſafe under his Wing. 


The fixth Strain. 


Faction and folly, 
And'fiate-melancholy, 
With Tony in Whigland for ever ſhall dwell ; 
Let wit, wine, and beauty, 
Then teach us our duty: 
For none ser can love, or be wiſe, and rebel. 
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Song XII. The Sixth Song in the laſt Af of 
the ſecond Part of Don Quixote, Sung by 


Myr. Freeman aud Ars. Cibber. Ses by 
Mr. Parcel. 


Mr. FREEMAN. 
Enius of England, from thy pleaſant bow'r of bliſs 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy ſacred wings; 
Guard, guard from foes the Britiſh ſtate, 
Thou, on whoſe {miles does wait 
* uncertain 1 fate of Monarchies and Kings, 
Th uncertain happy fate of Monarchies and Kings, 


Mrs. CIB B E R. 


Then follow brave boys, then follow brave boys to the wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave boys to the wars, 
Follow, follow, follow brave boys to the wars; 
The laurel you know's the prize, 
The laurel you know's the prize: 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
The nobleſt ſcars, looks fineſt in Celia's eyes; 
Then ſhake off the {lothful eaſe, 
Let glory, let glory, let glory inſpire your hearts ; 
Remember a ſoldier in war and in peace, | 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war, and in peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other arts: 
Remember a ſoldier in war and in peace, 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war and in peace, 
Js the nobleſt of all other arts. 


24 Songs and Ballads. 


A new Health to Prince EucENE: A Trium- 
phant OD E upon his return to Vienta. 
Sung by Mr. Leveridge, in the Play called 
the Country Miſs with ber Furbelotv. 


HE valiant Eugene to Viennq is gone, 
And ſince deny'd 


To be ſupply'd, 

All his troops are undone ; 
For the haughty Vendoſme, 
New recruits being come, 

So proud 1s grown, 
Of two to one, | 

He revenge {wears to puſh home; 
And late loſſes, 

Diſgraces, and croſſes, 

Will ſoon retaliate now the Gerera! is gone. 
Oh Leopold ! oh Baden ! 

W hat fiend was perſuading 
Your prieſt-r:d clan, 
Simply to baulk ſo rare a man. 
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Tho Carthage grew proud, when ſtory once ſhew's 

How well the grand 
Blind African 

O'er the Alps hew'd out his road ; 
All the rocks in his way 
Were but puff-paſte and clay, 
To thoſe were ſeen, 
When great Eugene 

Made his rugged eflay ; 
Where no ſtorm, nor 
Loud thunder, this wonder 


'F ho' watches, diſpatches, 
And lying there frying, 

His youth did ſo decay : 
Sable locks turn'd into grey. 
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Could ever from his purpoſe cauſe to halt or ftay : 
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Then Latium give o'er, name Cæſar no more, 
3 : Nor the Macedon, 
4 Whole high renown, 
. Were ſo blaz'd on before; 
, But let glorious Eugene, 
1 That auguſt man of men, 
Be founded high, 
As far as sky 
Or the Globe can contain; 
For a braver, 
3 Or bolder 
1 Good ſoldier, ; 
Did never on the bloody field maintain his ground: i 
$ Hell take thoſe remove him, ; 
And here's to thoſe love him, 
Drink, drink boys around, 
And his foes Pluto confound. 


ö Song XIV. The Bonny MiILk- MAD. Sung 
4 in the Play of Don Quixote. 


E nymphs and ſylvan gods, 
That love green fields and woeds, 
When ſpring newly blown, 
2 Herſelf does adorn 
3 With flowers and blooming buds! „ 
1 Ceme ling in the praiſe, 
Whilſt flocks do graze, 
In yonder's pleaſant vale ; 
Of thoſe that chuſe, 
Their ſleep to loſe, 
_... And in cold dews, 
©. i With clouted ſhoes, | 
3 Do carry the milking pail. 
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The Goddeſs of the morn, 
With bluſhes they adorn ; 
And take the freſh air, 
Whilſt linnets prepare 
A conſort on each green thorn : 
The black-bird and thruſh, 
On every buſh, 
And the charming nightingale, 
In merry vein 
Their throats do ſtrain, 
To entertain 
The jolly train 
That carry the milking pail. 


When cold bleak winds do roar, 
And flowers can ſpring no more; 

'The fields that were ſeen, 

80 pleaſant and green, 
By winter all candy'd o'er : 

Oh how the town laſs, 

Looks with her white face, 
And her lips of deadly pale * . 

But it is not ſo | 

With thoſe that go 

Thro' froſt and ſnow, 

With cheeks that glow, 


To carry the milking pail. 4 
The miſs of courtly mould, 9 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 3 
With waſhes and paint 2 - 
Her skin does ſo taint, on 
She's wither d before ſhe's old: 
Whilſt ſhe in commode, | 
Puts on a cart-load, L 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail: = 
What joys are found H 
In ruſſet gown, Bi 
Young, plump, and round, V 
And ſweet and ſound, | I 


That carry the milking pail ! 


Songs and Ballads. 


The girls of Venus game, 
That venture health and tame, 
In practiſing feats, 
With colds and with heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame: 
If men were ſo wile, 
Io value the price, 
Of the wares moſt fit for ſale; 
What ſtore of beaus 
Would daub their cloaths 
3 To fave a noſe, 
3 By following thoſe 
3 That carry the milking pail ! 
The country lad is free 
From fears and jealouſy, 
When upon the green 
He is often ſeen 
With his laſs upon his knee ; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet 
He does her greet, 
And ſwears ſhe'll ne*er grow ſtale : 
Whilſt the London lajs, 
In &ery place, 
With her brazen face, 
Deſpiſes the grace _ 
Of thoſe with the milking pail. 


4 Song XV. A Scotch SONG, 
1 ; Was within a e of Edinborough town, 
a; In the roſie time of year when the graſs was dpwWn ; 


Bonny Jockey, blith and gay, 
Said to Jenny making hay, 


Let's fit a little (dear) and prattle, 
1 Tis a ſultry day: ; 
Hie long had courted the black-brow'd maid, 
But Jockey was a wag, and would ne'er conſent to wed ; 
Which made her piſh and phoo, and cry out it will not do, 
I «cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, monnot buckle too. 
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He told her marriage was grown a meer joke, 

And that no one wedded now, but the ſcoundrel folk; 
Yet, my dear, thou ſheuldſt prevail, 
But I know not what J ail, 

J fhall dream of clogs, and filly dogs, 
With bottles at their tail ; | 

But I'll give thee gloves, and a bongrace to wear, 

And a pretty filly-toal, to ride out and take the air; 


If thou ne'er will puſh nor Fee, and cry it ne'er will do, 
J cannot, cannot, &c. 


That you'll give me trinkets, cry'd ſhe, believe, 
But ah ! what in return muſt your poor Jenny give? 
When my maiden treaſure's gone, 
I muſt gang to London town, 
And roar, and rant, and patch and paint, 
And kifs for half a crown: 
Each drunken bully oblige for pay, 
And earn an hated living in an odious fulſome way; 
No no, it neer ſhall do, for a wife I'll be to you, 


Or I cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, monnot buckle toc. 


Song XVI. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


WE E T are the charms of her I love, 


More fragrant than the damask voſe; 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 


Gentle as air when Zephyr blows ; 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
To fun-burnt climes and thirſty plains. 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters rowl, 
Whoſe ſwelling tide obeys the moon: 
From ev'ry other charmer free, 


My life and love ſhall follow thee. 
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The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues ; 


Sweet Philomel in ſnady bowers 


Of verdant ſpring, her note renews; 
All. follow what they molt admire, 
As I purive my ſoul's deſire. 


Na ure muſt change her beauteous face, 
An. vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 

No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Deveuring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 


Marble towers, and walls of braſs, 


In his rude march he levels low: 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne er divide. 


Death only with his cruel dart, 

The gentle Godheæd can remove; 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
_ Fo mingle witi the bleſt above: 
Where, known to all his kindted train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


i.ove and his ſiſter fair, the ſoul, 
Twin-born from Heaven together came; 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 


When time and death ſhall be no more. 


Song 
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3 Fs: 2 # 
Song XVII. Collin's ComplaintY&%3.- | 
dag. 68. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a iigh did reply; 
And the brook, in retura to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by, 


Alas! ſilly ſwain that J was! 
(Thus ſadly complaining, he cry'd) 

When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had dy'd. 

She talbd, and 1 bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a pleaſure too great ; 


1 liſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 


Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town ! 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, | 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove 
To go clad. like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love ! 


What though I have skill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ; 
What though, when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around:  _ 
Ah Collin ! thy hopes are in vain! 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


\ 


And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray' d 
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Songs and Ballads. 


Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 

If through the wide world I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 

”F'was hers to be falſe, and to change, 
'Tis. mine to be conſtant, and die. 


If, while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſet me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array; 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 
And frolick it all the long day : 


While Collin, forgotten and gone, 


No more mall be heard of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


5008 XVIII. On a Bank of Flowers. 


N a bank of flowers, in a ſammer' s day, 
Inviting, and undreſt, 


In her bloom of years bright Celia lay, 


With love and ſleep oppreſt: 


When a youthful ſwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſl'd he durſt the fair maid ſurprize, 


With a fa, la, la, &c. 


But fear'd approaching ſpies. 
As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze arofe, 


That fann'd her robes aſide, 


And the ſleeping nymph did the charms diſcloie, 


Which waking ſhe would hide : 


Then 


32 Complete Collection of 
Then his breath grew ſhort, and his heart beat hugh, 


He long d to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy, 4 

With a fa, la, la, &c. iN 

| But durſt not Rill draw nigh, '3 
| All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir d, þ 
| And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers figh'd, and the Gods deſir'd, 3 


That Celia might be kind. 
When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain, 
But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the tim'rous ſwain. 


Vet, when once deſire has inflam'd the ſoul, 
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All modeft doubts withdraw ; 3 
And the God of love does each fear controul, 2 
That would the lover awe. 5 1 | 
| Shall a prize like this, ſays the vent'rous boy, ''J 
| Scape, and I not the means employ, 1 


With a fa, la, la. &c. 
To ſeize che proffer'd j joy? 


i Here the glowing youth, to relieve his pain, 

| The flumb' ring maid careſs'd : 

, And with trembling hands (O the ſimple ſwain ') 
| Her inowy boſom preſs : 

j When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 

Yet look d as wiſhing he would purſue, 


With a fa, la, Ia, &c. 
But Damon mißt d his cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accu d; | 7 
What a dull and ftupid thing was J. 7 


| That ſuch a chance abus'd ! L 
To thy ſhame, *twill ſoon on the plain be ſaid, 4 
1 Damon a virgin aſleep betray'd, 4 
4 With a fa, la, la. &c. 4 
Vet let her go a maid 1 
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Song XIX. A. I beneath the Myrtle, &c. 


\ S I beneath the myrtle-ſhade lay muſing, 
Sylvia the fair, in mournful ſounds 
oP Venting her grief, the air thus wounds; 
Oh ! god of love! ceaſe to torment me, 
Send to my aid ſome gentle ſwain, 
Whoſe balm apply'd, may eaſe my pain. 


Aloud J cry'd, and all the grove reſounded, 
Heavenly nymph, complain no more, 
Love does thy wiſh'd-for peace reſtore, 
And ſends a gentle ſwain to eaſe thee ; 
In whom a longing maid may find, 
A balm to cure her love-lick mind. 


She bluſh'd, and ſigh'd, and puſt'd the Med' cine from her, 
Which ſtill the more encreas'd her pain; 
Finding at length, ſhe ſtrove in vain, 

Oh love! (ſhe cry'd) I muſt obey thee; 

Who can the raging {mart endure ? 
She ſuck' d the balm, and found the cure. 


Song XX. 


LY from Olinda young and fair, 
Fly from her ſoft engaging air, 
And wit in woman found ſo rare; 
Tho' all her looks to love adviſe, 
Her yet unconquer'd heart denies, 
And breaks the promiſe of her eyes. 


Waſte not your youth in coy diſdain, 
Hope not your beauty's pleaſing reign, 

By ways of rigour to maintain 

If we to Kings obedience owe, 

Or to the Gods with incenſe go, 

*Tis for the bleſſing they beſtow. 
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Song XXI. 


J Never ſaw a face till now, 
That could my paſſion move; 
J liked, and ventur'd many a vow, 
But durſt not think of love; 
Till beauty, charming ev'ry ſenſe, 
An eaſy conqueſt made; 
And ſhew'd the vainneſs of defence, 
When Phillis does invade. 


But ah! her colder heart denies, 
The thoughts her looks inſpire ; 
And while in ice that frozen lies, 
Her eyes dart only fire: 
Between extremes I am undone, 
Like plants to northward ſet ; 
Burnt by too violent a ſun, 
Or chill'd, for want of heat. 


Song XXII. The Pilgrim. 


H happy, happy groves! witneſs of our tender loves; f N 
h happy, happy ſhade! where firſt our vows were 
(made: 


Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, looks would charm a Jo ve, 


A thouſand pretty things I ſaid, and all was love: 


But Corinna perjur d proves, and forſakes the ſhady groves; | | 
When I ſpeak of mutual joys, ſhe knows not what I mean. 


Wanton glances, fond careſſes, now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding fair left the flow'ry green. 


Mourn, ye nymphs that ſporting play'd, where poor Strephon 1 
| (was betray'd dd 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, when I was made her ſlave. | f 
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3 | 
1 Song XXIII. 
4 | , Arewel the darling ſhades I love, 
2 The calm retirement of my life, 
3 Where pleaſure's boundleſs as above, 
i Free from all envy, noiſe, or itrife : 
No paſſions e'er infeſt the plains, 
Contentment there immortal reigns ; 
No paſſions &er infeſt the plains, &c. 
3 Were I to chuſe what fate denies, 
3 Could I command my frowning Qlars, 
I Cities ſhould in confuſion lie, 
5 E'er I'd embrace their reſtleſs cares; 
4 Oh! that I might near gentle ſtreams, 
L Spend my dull hours in golden dreams. 


Song XXIV. | Endfield Common. 


N Endfield Common, I met a woman, 

A bringing North-hall water to the town; 

Said J, fair maiden, you're heavy laden, 

es; I'll light, and give you eaſe and a green gown : 

ere Says ſhe, 'tis good, Sir, to ſtir the blood, Sir, 

le; For the green-ſickneſs, friend, will make me like it. 
Then in a minute, I left my gennet, | 

And went aſide with her into a thicket: 

es; Then with her leave there, a doſe I gave her, 

*} She ſtrait confeſs'd, her ſickneſs I did nick it. 
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J went to leave her, but this did grieve her, 

Hor panting on the graſs, ſhe did complain; 

hon |} Saying, phyſician, my ſick condition, 

d; 1 fear, will ſuddenly return again: 

ave. | If vou deny me, and don't ſupply me, 
With many potions of your tweeteſt pleaſure; 

dong 1 Then 
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Then prithee gallant, improve thy talent, 

Since we have opportunity and leiſure. 
With ſuch like greeting, my pretty ſweeting. 
She ſeem'd to preſs upon me without meaſure. 


"Twas ſummer weather, we ſat together, 
And chatted all the pleaſant afternoon ; 
No one was near us, to over-hear us, 
At length I ſaid, I'd put my pipes in tune, 
To give. a gliſter; with that I kifſs'd her, 
She cry'd another fit does round me hover; 
With the green ruſhes I'll veil my bluſhes, 
For in my cheeks you may diſcover, 
What's my deſire ; love, never tire, 
For oh! I long, I long to be a mother. 


With that I told her, that I would hold her 
A guinea to a groat it ſhould be ſo; 
In nine months after, a ſon or daughter, 
Will be your lucky lot, dear love, I know. 
Quoth ſhe, you vapour, and draw your rapier, 
But yet, methinks, too ſoon you ſeem to tire; 
III lay a ſhilling, if you are willing, 
That nine months hence I have not my deſire ; 
Except you'll venture, once more to enter, 
Alas! the name of mother I admire. 


Becauſe I'd eaſe her, and fully pleaſe her, 

I took a lodging for my Endfield laſs ; 
Who was a beauty, and knew her duty, 

The night we did in youthful pleaſures paſs, 
With melting bliſſes, and charming kiſſes, 

On downy beds ſecure from wind and weather ; 
And in the morning, by day's adorning, 
We roſe and drank a glaſs of wine together: 
With joys I crown*d her, for then I found her 
Io have a heart far lighter than a feather. 
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I have cur'd her, likewiſe aſſur'd her, 

If &er it was my luck to come that way, 
I'd pawn my honour, to call upon her, 

But for that time I could no longer ſtay: 
The loving creature, of pure goed nature, 

She gave me twenty kiſſes when we parted; 
Becauſe ſhe never had found ſuch favour, 

In love's Jdofiy pleaſures to be ſo diverted : 
Then ſtrait I mounted; for why? I counted 

'I'was time I had her company deſerted. 
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; Song XXV. Wincheſter Wedding. q 
; T Wincheſter there was a wedding, 


The like was never ſcen, 

" Pwixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 

And bonny black Beſs of the Green. 
"7 he fidlers were crowding before; 

Each laſs was as fine as a Queen; 
There was a hundred, and more, 

Foy all the country came in; 
Brisk Robin led Roſy ſo fair, 

She look'd like a lilly o' th' vale: 
And ruddy-facd Harry led Mary, 

And Roger led bouncing Nell. 
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E With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
b He helpt her over the ſtile, 
1 And ſwore there was none ſo pretty 
1 In forty and foity long mile. 
7 Kit gave a green-gown to Betty, 
1 And lent her his hand to 9 
= i But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
1 For looking blue under the eyes: 
9 Thus merrily chatting all, 
1 | They paſs'd to the bride houſe along, 


With Johnny, and pretty facd Nancy, 
The faireſt of all the throng. 
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The bridegroom came out to meet 'em. 
Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd 'em in to treat 'em, 
With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 
The lads were frolick and jolly, 
For each had his love by his ſide; 
But Willy was melancholy, 
For he had a mind to the bride: 
Then Philip begins her health, 
And turns a beer-glais on his thumb; 
But jenkin was reckon'd for drinking, 
The beſt in chriſtendom. 


And now b had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the hall, 

The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing. 
And jeremy led up the ball: 


Pm Margery kept her quarter, 


A laſs that was proud of her pelt, 
»Cauſe Arthur had ftoPn her garter, 
And {wore he would tie it himſelf : 


She ſtruggl'd, and bluſt'd, and frown'd, 


And ready with anger to cry, 
*Cauſe Arthur in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipped his hand too high: 


And now for throwing the ſtocking, 
The bride away was led; 

The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For candles to light him to bed. 

But Robin finding him filly, _ 

Moſt friendly took him aſide, 

The while that his wife with Willey 
Was playing at Hooper's-hide. 

And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, 

And chatting, and billing, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the room, 
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Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
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Pert Stephen was kind to Betty, 

And blith as a bird in the ipring ; 
And Tommy was ſo to Kitty, 

And wedded her with a ruſh-ring. 
Sukey, that danc'd with the cuſhion, 

An hour from the room had been gone; 
And Rarnaby knew, by her bluſhing, 

That ſome other dance had been _ 
And thus of fifty fair maids, 

That came to the wedding with me 
Scarce five of the fiſty were left ye, 

That fo did return home again. 


Song XXVI. Black-eyd Svſan. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind 
When black-ey'd Suſan came aboard, 

Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the 


crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows to and tro, 


He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 


The cord glides ſwiftly through his glowing 8 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill call he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy William's lips tholc kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan ! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
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Let me kiſs off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithſul compaſs that full points to thee. 


Believe not what the land-men fay, 
Who temp! with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, failors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a mitireſs find ; 
Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art kane whereioe'er I go. 


If to fair ili coaſt we fail, 

Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright ; 
Thy breath is Africk's ſpicy gale ; 

Thy skin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous ngen that J view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of N Sue. 


Though battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet fafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return; 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard : 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd ; he hung his head: 
Her le{”®ning boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu! fe cries, and waves her lilly hand. 
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Songs and Ballads. 4r 


Song XX VII. Cupid, God of pleaſing, &c. 


UPID, God of pleafing angniſh, 
Teach th' enamour'd ſwain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce deſires to know: 

Heroes would be loſt in ſtory, 
Did not love inſpire their glory, 
Did not love inſpire their glory ; 

Love does all that's great below, 
Love does all that's great below. 


Song XX. VIII. Come, fellow, follow me. 


1 OME, follow, follow me, 


Ye fairy elves that be, 


| / Light tripping o'er the green, 


Come, follow Mab your Queen : 
Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
For all this place is fairy ground. 


When mortals are at reſt, 

And ſnoring in their neſt, 
Unheard, and uneſpy'd, 
Through key-holes we do glide ; 
Over tables, ſtools, and ſhelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 


And if the houſe be foul, 
[7 With platter, diſh, or bowl, 
Up ſtairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the ſluts aſleep; 
Then we pinch their arms and thighs ; 
None us hear, and none us ſpies. 
But if the houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the houſhold maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid; Eb 
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Every night before we go, 
We drop a teſter in her ſhoe. 


Then o'er a muſhroom's head 
Our table-cloth is ſpread ; 


A grain of rye, or wheat, 


The diet that we eat; 


Pearly drops of dew we drink, 
In acorn cups, fill'd to the brink. 


The brains of nightingales, 

With unRuous fat of ſnails, 

Between two cockles ſtew'd, 

Is meat that's eas'ly chew'd ; | 
And brains of worms, and marrow of mice, 
Do make a feaſt that's wond'rous nice. 


The graſhopper, gnat, and fly, 


Serve for our minitrelly ; 

Grace ſaid, we dance a while, 

And ſo the time beguile : 

But if the Moon doth hide her head, 

The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 


Oer tops of dewy graſs 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
The young and tender ſtalk 


 Ne'er bends where we do walk; 


Yet in the morning may be ſeen, 


Where we the night before have been. 
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Song XXIX. The Spring's a coming. 


Oung virgins love pleaſure, 
As miſers do treaſure, 

And both alike ſtudy to heighten the meaſure z 

Their hearts they will rifle, a 

For ev'ry new trifle, 
And when in their teens fall in love for a ſong: 
; But ſoon as they marry, 
And find things miſcarry, 
Oh! how they ſigh, that they were not more wary ! 
$ Inſtead of ſoft wooing, 

They run to their ruin, 
And all their lives after drag ſorrow along. 


Song XXX. Young Philoret and Celia. 


| Oung Philoret 
And Celia met 
In an old ſhady grove ; 
The nymph was coy, 
The am'rous boy | 
Still ſigh'd, and talk'd of love. 
He prais'd her face, 
Her air, her grace, 
Her lovely charming mien; 
And {wore ſhe was 
The brighteſt laſs 
That tript it on the green. 


With skilful tongue 
The ſhepherd ſung, 
And told a melting tale ; 
But all his art, 
To touch her heart, 
Prov'd vain, nor could prevail: 
Tb inlulting fair, 
With ſcorntul air, 
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Still mock'd the love - ſick ſwain ; 
And while he ſigh'd, 
She ſtill reply'd, 

T've pleaſure in your pain. 


Song XXXI. 27 Beaus of Pleaſure. 


E beaus of pleaſure, 
Whoſe wit at leiſure 
Can count love's treaſure, 
Its joy and ſmart ; 
At my deſire, 
With me retire, 
To know what fire 
Conſumes my heart. 


Three moons that haſted, 
Are hardly waſted, 
Since I was blaſted 

With beauty's ray: 
Aurora ſhews ye 
No face ſo roſy, 
No July's poſy 

So freſh and gay. 


Her skin by nature, 
No ermine better, 
Though that fine creature, 


al Is white as ſnow : 
1 With blooming graces 
wo Adorn'd her face is; 

4 Her flowing treſſes 

bl As black as ſloe. 

Pf She's tall and ſlender, 


She's ſoft and tender ; 
Some God commend her, 
My wit's too low. 


— 20 
"—_— 
. 


| ”Twere 


rn a 


fert 


Songs and Ballads. 45 


Twere joyful plunder, 

To bring her under ; 

She's all a wonder 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 

Our minds are free; 
Though great your skill is, 
So ſtrong the will is, 
My love for Phillis 

Muſt ever be. 


Song XXXII. When bright Aurelia, &c. 


HEN bright Aurelia tript the plain, 
How chearful then were ſeen 


The laoks of ev'ry jolly ſwain, 


That ſtrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 
With gambols on the green! 


Their ſports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly air; 
They'd ſing, and dance, and pipe, and play, 


Each ftrove to pleaſe ſome different way, 


This dear enchanting fair. 


The ambitious ſtrife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve ; | 
Till Phaon's tuneful voice and lyre, 
With ſofteſt muſick did inſpire 
Her ſoul to gen'rous love. 


Their wonted ſports the reſt declined, 
Their arts prov'd all in vain : 

Aurelia's conſtant now, they find; 

The more they languiſh, and repin'd, 
The more ſhe loves the ſwain. 


Song 
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Song XXXIII. Happy bil. 


Hence comes it, neighbour Dick, 

That you with youth uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman? 


_ Happy Dick! | 
Each Belle condemns the choice | P 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly; 3 
But we your friends rejoice, þ 
That you have judg'd ſo rightly, 
Happy Dick ! 


Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 
That on threeſcore you ventur'd ; 
Yet, in ten thouſand pounds, 
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Ten thouſand charms are center'd, 4 
g Happy Dick! 1 
i | | | Beauty, we know, will fade, 
15 As doth the ſhort-liv'd flower ; [3 
1 Nor can the faireſt maid _ . 
[i Inſure her bloom an hour, | | 
115 Then wiſely you reſign, . 
. For ſixty, charms ſo tranſient ; 4 
1 As the curious value coin Ti 
Fil The more for being ancient, - 
i Happy Dick F 
0 With j joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee, - 
hit The fading beauties round her, - 
11 And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 

Ii The ſame chat firſt you found her, 

Happy Dick 
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Oft is the marriage ſtate 
With jealouſies attended; 

And hence, through foul debate, 
Are nuptial joys ſuſpended, 


But you, with ſuch a wife, 

No jealous fears are under; 
She's yours alone, for life, 

Or much we all ſhall wonder, 


Happy Dick! 


Her death would grieve you ſore, 
But let not that torment you ; 
My life, ſhe'll ſee fourſcore, 
If that will but content you, 
Happy Dick ! 


On this you may rely, 


For the pains you took to win her, 
She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 

Unleſs the D-——Ps in her, 
Happy Dick 


Some have the name of hell 
To matrimony given 


How falſly, you can tell, 


Who find it ſuch a heaven, 
Happy Dick! 


With you each day and night 
Is crown d with joy and gladneſs; 
While envious virgins bite 
The hated ſheets with madneſs, 
Happy Dick ! 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliks, 
Y had miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've buried this, 


May you have ſuch another, 
Happy Dick 


Happy Dick! 3 5 
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= Obſerving hence, by you, 
1! In marriage ſuch decorum, 
Our wiſer youth ſhall do, 
As you have done before *em, 
Happy Dick ! 


Song XXXIV. Would Fate to me, &c. 


Ould fate to me Belinda give, 

| With her alone I'd chuſe to live; 
14 Variety I'd ne'er require, | 

Nor a greater, nor a greater, 

Nor a greater bliſs deſire. 


My cnarming nymph, if you can find, 
Amongſt the race of human kind, 

A man that loves you more than J, 
I'll reſign you, I'll reſign you, 

I'Il reſign you, though I die. 


Let my Belinda fill my arms, 

With all her beauties, all her charms, 
With ſcorn and pity I'd look down 
On the glories, on the glories, 

On the glories of a crown. 
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Song XXXV. What tho' they call me. 


I plainly read it in my glaſs, 
That for a dutcheſs I might paſs, 
Oh! could I ſee the day! _ 
Would fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a ſtand-by clear the way 


* 


\ Surrounded by a croud of beaus, 


With {mart toupees, and powder'd clothes ; 


At rivals I'll turn up my noſe, 
Oh! could ] ſee the day 


| FI] dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make ſome lord, or duke, my prize, 


And then, oh! how I'll tyrannize! 
With a ſtand-by clear the way. 


' Oh! then forev'ry new delight! 


For equipage, and diamonds bright, 
| Quadrille, and plays, and balls all night: 


n! could J ſee the day 
Of love and joy I'd take my fill, 


4 The tedious hours of life to kill; 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my will: 


With a ſtand-by clear the way. 


"HAT though they eall me country-laſs, 
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Ould you have a young virgin of fifteen years? 


Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears. 
Wittily, prettily, talk her down ; 


Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair, or brown 3 


Sooth her, and {mooth her, 
And teaze her, and pleaſe her ; 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a widow, well-known in man? 


With a front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briskly, briskly, 
Put her in mind how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle, although ſhe frown, 
Rouze her, and touze her, from morn to noon ; 
And ſhew her ſome hour 
You'll anſwer her dower ; 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a punk of a humour free, 


That's kept by a fumbler of quality? 


You mutt rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety: 
Swear her much fairer than all the town; 
Try her, and ply her, when cully's gone 3 
Dog her, and jog her, 
And meet her, and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 


Song XXXVI. mould you have a young, 


You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and dears, 
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That which wins other hearts, never can move her, | 
Till for her own fake, at laſt ſhe']] implore me 
I wiſh my love could be always improving, 


To the laſt moment IIIl ſtill be defiring ; 


| A down in a meadow one morning I paſs' d, 
E 
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Song XXXVII pat ſball I do. 


H A T ſhall I do to ſhew how much I love her ? | 
How many millions of ſighs can ſuffice ? 


Thoſe common methods of love ſhe'll deſpiſe. 


J will love more than man eer lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the day, melt all the night; 


To love her leſs, to preſerve our delight. 


Since gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing recruits for new joys ; 


Though eager love more than ſorrow deſtroys. 


In fair Aurelia's arms leave me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the ſweets of her breath; 


Never had hero ſo glorious a death. 


Song XXXVIII. As down in @ meadow. 


Oh there I beheld a beautiful laſs ; 
rage, I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 
And the on her head wore a garland of green; 
Her lips were like rubies, and as for her eyes, 
They ſparkled like di'monds, or ſtars in the skies; 
And as for her voice, it was charming and clear, 


And ſhe ſung a ſong for the loſs of her dear 
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Why does my love Billy prove falſe and unkind ? 
What makes him to change like the wavering wind ? 
From one that is loyal in ev'ry degree, 

What makes him to change to another from me ? 

O does he delight in my ſad overthrow ? 

O does he delight to torture me fo ? 

His Suſan will always prove true to her truſt, 

I'm ſorry that Billy ſhould prove ſo unjuſt. 


In the meadows, as we were a making of hay, 

O there we did paſs the ſweet minutes away; 
And, as we went early to harrow and plough, 

J milk d him ſweet ſillabubs under my cow; 

O then I was kiſs'd, and ſet on his knee, 

No man in the world was ſo loving as he: 

T lulPd him to ſleep, and I watch'd him the while, 
And when he did wake, it was with a ſweet ſmile. 


But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 

Imploys all his wiſhes, his thoughts, and his care; 
e kiſſes her hand, and ſets her on his knee, 

And ſays all the fine things he once ſaid to me; 

But if ſhe believes him, the falſe-hearted ſwain 
Will leave her, and then ſne with me may complain: 
For nothing's more certain, believe ſilly Sue, 

Who once has been falſe, will never prove true. 


Her ſong being ended, ſhe roſe to be gone, 

When over the meadow came jolly young John; 

He told her, that ſhe was the joy of his life, 

And if ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her his wife; 

Which ſhe not refuſing, to churck they both went, 
Young Eilly forgot, and young Suſan content, 

Moſt men are hke Billy, moſt women like Sue, 

And if men will be falſe, why ſhould women prove true? 


Song 


Which ſometimes do cure, but oftner do kill; 
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Song XXXIX. Tunbridge- Doctors. 


E maidens, ye wives, and young widows, rejoyce, 
Proclaim a thankſgiving with your heart and your voice; 
Since waters were waters, I dare boldly ſay. 
Ye ne'er had more cauſe for a thankſgiving-day. | 
For from London-town, there is lately come down, 
Four able phyſicians, who never wore TOWN 5 
Whoſe phylick is pleaſant, though their doſes are large, 
And you may be cur'd without danger or charge. 


No bolus. no vomit, no potion, no pill, 


Your taſte, or your palate, necd ne'er be dif pleas 'd, 
If you'll be advis'd, you'd try one of theſe: ; 
For they have a new drug, tis call'd the cloſe hug, 
T will mend your complection, and make you look ſmug: 
Tis a ſovereign balſam, when once well apply d: 
For, though wounded at heart, the patient neer dy'd. N 


In the morning you need not be robb'd of your reſt, 

For in your warm bed this phyfick works belt ; 

What tho? in the taking tome ſtirring's requir 'd, 

The motion's ſo pleaſant, you cannot be tir'd : 

On your backs you mult lie, with your bodies raiz'd high, 
And one of theſe doctors mult always be nigh, 

Who ſtill will be ready to cover you warm, 

For if you take cold, all phyſick does harm. 


Hut before theſe doQor will give their direction, 
They always conſult the patients complecl ion; : 
Tf the has 2 moitt palm, or a red head of hair, 
She 7equires more baliam than one man can ipare ; 
If ſhe has a long noſe, the L—d above knows 
How rang n handfuls muſt go to her doſe: 
You ladies that have ſuch ill ſymptoms as are 
In Sanden and honour ſhould pay double fees. 
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And ſo let us give to theſe doctors due praiſe, 
Who to all kind of perſons their favour conveys: 
On the ugly, for pity's fake, {kill ſhall be ſhown, 


But as for the handiome, they're cur'd for their own. 


On their filver or gold, they never lay hold, 

For what comes to freely, they ſcorn ſhould be fold : 
Then join with theie doftors, and heartily pray, 
That the pow'r of their phyſick may never decay. 


Song XI. Jf you will love me, be free. 


F you will love me, be free in expreſſing it, 
And hencetore give me no cauſe to complain; 

Ur if you hate me, be plain in confeſſing it, 

And in few words put me out of my pain. 
This long delay ing, with fighing aud pray ing, 
Breeds only decaying in life and amour; 

Cooing and wooing, 

| And daily purſuing, 
Is damn d filly doing, therefore I'll give o'er. 


If you'll propoſe a kind method of ruling me, 
I may return to my duty again; 
But if you itick to your old way of fooling me, 
I mutt be plain, I'm none of your man; 
Paſſion for paſſion, on each kind occaſion, 
With free inclination, does kindle love's fire; 
But tedious prating, | 
Coy folly, debating, 
And new doubts creating, full make it expire, 


Song 
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Song XLI. The Lady's Anſwer. 
[To the ſame Tune. 


OU love, and yet when J ask you to marry me, 
Still have recourſe to the tricks of your art; 
Then like a fenct, agu cunningly parry me, | 
Yet the ſame time make a pals at my heart. _ 
Fie, fie, deceiver, | ! 
No longer endeavour, 
Or think this way ever the fort will be won; 
No fond careſſing 
Muſt be, nor unlacing, 
Or tender embracing, till th' parſon has done. 
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Some ſay that marriage, a dog with a bottle is, 
Pleaſing their humours to rail at their wives ; 
Others declare, it an ape with a rattie is, 

Comfort's deſtroyer, and plague of their lives: 
Some are affirming, 
A trap tis for vermin, 
And yet with the bait, tho not priſon agree: 
Vent'ring that chouſe, you 
Muſt let me eſpouſe you, 
If cer, my dear mouſe, you will nibble at me. 
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Son XLII. Great Lord Frog to Lads Mouſe. 


REAT lord Frog to lady Mouſe, 
Croakledom he, crouk tedom ho; 
Dweuing near St. James? 5-houle, 
Cocky mi char! ſhe ; 
Rode to make his court one day, 
In the merry month of May, 
When the ſun ſhone bright and gay, 
Twiddle come tweedle tree. 
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Lord Frog. 


Counteſs, you've three daughters fine, 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 

I'd fain make the youngeſt mine, 
Cocky mi chart ſhe : 

Pm well made, as ever was male, 


Only baiting one ſimple ail; 


Pox upon't, I've never a tail, 


Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Lady Mouſe. 


Welcome, noble peer, to town, 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 

Pl. ſtrait call my darling down, 
Cocky m1 can fhe: 


So much wealth will ſure prevail, 


Yet I wiſh, that you might not fail, 
Your fine lordſhip had a tail, 
Tweedle come tweedle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Here ſhe comes ſhall be my ſpouſe, 

Croakledom hee, croakledom ho; 

If ſhe'll deign to grace my houſe, 
Cocky mi can ſne: ; 

I've a head where love can plant, 

Tho' a trifling tail I want, 

Will you, fair one, liking grant? 
Tweedle come tweedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe. 


J can ne'er to one conſent, 

Croadledom hee, croakledom ho; 

Wants that needful ornament, 
Cocky mi cari me: 

Uncle rat too ſo well known, 

That a ſwinger has of 's own, 

Ne'er will let me wed to none, 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Lord 
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Lord Frog. 


Sing I can't, my voice is low, 
Croakledom hee croakledom ho ; » 
But for dancing dare Santlow, 
Cocky my cari ſhe : 

Then altho' my bum be bare, 

All muſt own *tis ſmooth and fair ; 
I've no ſcars of Venus there, 

Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe. 


When we treat you at our cheeſe, 

Croakledom hee croakledom ho; 

All that naked part one fees, 
Cocky my cari me: 

Cover'd cloſe, we creep and crawl; 

When you ſwim, or diving fall, 

Fie for ſhame, you ſhew us all, 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Since y'are on theſe lofty ſtrains, 

Croakledom hee croakledom ho 3 

II get one ſhall value brains, 
Cocky my cart ſhe: 


Miſs Mouſe. 


Now your lordſhip idly prates, 
"Thoſe that will have conſtant mates, 


M. uſt have tails as well as pates, 


Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


1 Song 
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Song XLIII. Hark ! the thund*ring Cannons, 


ARK! the thund'ring cannons roar, 
Ecchoing from the German ſhore, _ 
And the joyful news comes o'er, 
The Turks are all confounded ! 
Lorrain comes, they run, they run, 
Charge your horſe thro' the grand half moon, 
We'll quarter give to none, 
Since Staremberg is wounded. 


Cloſe your ranks, and each brave ſoul 
Take a luſty flowing bowl, 
A grand carouſe to the royal Pole, 
Ihe empire's brave defender; 
No man leave his poſt by ſtealth, 
Plunder the Grand Viſier's wealth, 
But drink a helmet full to th' health 
Of the ſecond Alexander. . 


Mahomet was a ſober dog, 
A ſmall- beer, drowſy, ſenſeleſs rogue, 
The juice of the grape ſo much in vogue, ; 
To forbid thoſe to adore him; p 
Had he but allow'd the vine, | | 
Given 'em leave to carouſe in wine, 
The Turk had ſafely paſs'd the Rhine, 

And conquer'd all before him. 


With dull tea they fought in vain, 
Hopeleſs vict ry to obtain; | 
Where ſprightly wine fills ev'ry vein, 
Succeis muſt needs attend him ; 
Our brains (like our cannons) warm, 


With often hiring feel no harm, 


While the ſober ſot flies the alarm, 
No laurel can befriend him. 


| Chriſtian: 
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Chriſtians thus with conqueſt crown'd, 
Conqueſt with the glaſs goes round, 
Weak cofſee can't keep its ground 
Againſt the force of claret: 
Whilſt we give them thus the foil, 
And the pagan troops recoil, 
The valiant Poles divide the ſpoil, 
And 1 in brisk nectar ſhare it. 


Infidels are now o'ercome, 
But the moſt Chriſtian Turk's at liome, 
Watching the fate of Chriſtendom, 

But all his hopes are ſhallow ; 
Since the Poſt: have led the dance, 
Let Engliſh Cæſar now advance, 
And if he ſends a fleet to France, 

He's a Whig that will not follow. 


Song XLIV. One April-morn, &c. 


NE April-morn, when from the ſea 
Phoebus was juſt appearing 3 


Damon and Celia young and gay, 


Long ſettled love endearing, 
Met in a grove to vent their ſpleen 
On parents unrelenting ; 


| He bred of Tory race had been, 


She of the tribe Diſſenting. 


Celia, whoſe eyes outſhone the god, 
Newly the hills adorning; _ 

Told him, mamma wou'd be ſtark mad, 
She milling pray'rs that morning: 

Damon, his arm around her waiſt, 

Swore, that nought ſhould em {under ; 

Shou'd my rough dad know how Pm bleſt, 

Twoud make him roar like thunder, 


H 2 Great 
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Great ones, whom proud ambition blinds, 
By faction till ſupport it; 5 

Or where vile money taints the mind, 
They for convenience court it: 

But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhou'd raiſe his glory, 

Swears he'll exalt a vaſſal true, 
Let it be Whig or Tory. 
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Ig XLV. Since Times are ſo bad. 
He. C\Ince times are fo bad, I muſt tell you, ſweetheart, 


I'm thinking to leave off my fflough and my cart; 
And to the fair city a journey will go, 


Jo better my fortune, as other folk do: 

Since ſome have from ditches, 

And coarſe leather breeches, 

Been rais'd, been rais'd to be rulers, 

And wallow' d in riches. 

Prithee come, come, ceme, come from thy wheel, 
Prithee come, &c. 

For, if the gipſies don't lie, 

I ſhall, I fhall be a governor too, ere die. 


| She, Ah, Collin! ah, Collin! by all, by all thy late dogs, 
J find, 


K. With ſorrow and trouble, with ſorrow and trouble the 
. pride of thy mind: 
1 Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 

And now, and now ſunday's jacket goes ev'ry day on: 


14 Ah! what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt thou, what do ſt thou 
—_ mean: 

Wl 

1 He. To make my ſhoes clean, 

1 | And foot it, and foot it to the court, 

6 To the King and the Queen, 
Bl Where ſhewing my parts. I preſerment ſhall win. 

bl | She. 
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She. 


He, 
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Fie, fie, fie, fie, he, fie, ſie, fie, ſie. fie, tis better, 
Tis better for us to plough and to ſpin: 
For as to the court, when thou happen'it to try, 
'Thow lr find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt buy; 
For money, the devil, the devil and all's to be found; 
But no good parts minded, no, nc, no, no good parts 
minded without the good pound. 


. Why then Til take arms, why then I'Il take arms, 


I'll take arms, 
And follow, and follow alarms, 
Hunt honour, that now a-days plaguily charms : 


And ſo loſe a limb, by a ſhot or a blow, 


And curſe thyſelf after, for leaving, for leaving the 
plough. | | 


. Suppole I turn gameſter? 


. So Cheat, and be bang'd. 


What think'ſt of the road then? 
The highway to be hang'd. 


Nice pimping Lowever yields profit for life, 


I'll help ſome fine lord to another's fine wife. 


That's dangerous too, amongſt the town-crew, 


For ſame of em will do the ſame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold you may be drawn in; 
Faith, Collin, tis better J fat here and ſpin, 
Faith, Collin, &c, 


Will nothing prefer me? what think'ſt of the law? 


She. Oh! while you live, Collin, keep out of that paw. 


tle. 


Til cant and Il pray. 


She. 
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She. Ah! there's nought got, ah! there's nought got tlat 
way, 
There's no one minds now what thoſe black cattle ſay ; 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 
Jo make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear. 


{Verſe for two voices. ] 


| Ambition, ambition's a _ a trade no contentment 
can ſhew ; 


She. So I'll to my diſtaff, 
He. And I to my plough 3 


Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentmen: 
can ſhew, . 5 

No, no, no, no, no, no, NO, NO, no, NO, NO, no, no, 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, BO, NO, NO, no 
contentment can ſhew, 

Xo, no, no, contentment can ſhey. 


CHORUS. 


%e. Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 
To make our corn grow, and our apple: trees bear: 


Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 
can ſhew ; 


dhe I to my diſtaff, 
He. And I to my plough; 
Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentmer:' 
can ſhew, 
No, no, &c. 


no contentment can ſhew, 
No, no, no contentment can ſhew, 
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By the help of good claret old- age becomes youth, 
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Song XLVI. The Fovial Drinker. | 


Pox on thoſe fools, who exclaim againſt wine, | 
And fly the dear ſweets that the bottle doth bring; 

It heightens the fancy, the wit does reſine, 
And he that was firſt drunk, was made the firſt King. 


And fick men ſtill find this the only phyſician ; 
Drink largely, you'll know by experience the trutli, 
That he that drinks moſt is the beſt politician. 


To victory this leads on the brave cavalier, 
And makes all the terrors of war but delight; 
This fluſhes his courage, and beats off baſe tear, 
T'was that taught Cæſar and Pompey to fight. 


This ſapports all our friends, and knocks down our foes, 
This makes us all loyal men from courtier to clown ; 
Like Dutchmen from brandy, from this our ſtrength grows : 
So 'tis wine, noble wine, that's a friend to the crown. 


Song XLVII. Amongſt the pure ones all. 


A MON GST the pure ones all, 
Who conſcience do profes ; 

And yet that ſort of conſcience 

Do praftile nothing leis : 
I mean the ſect of thoſe elect, 

That loath to live by merit; 
That lead their lives with other mens wives, 

According unto the ſpirit. 
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One met with a holy ſiſter of ours, 
A faint Who dearly lowd him: 
And fain he would have kilfd her, 

Becaute the ſpirit mov'd him: 
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Songs and Ballads. 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, 


You're damn'd unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, 
For the ſpirit doth move me to it. 


She not willing to offend, poor ſoul; 
Yielded unto his motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
Was out of pure devotion: _ 
To le with a friend and a brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhould die no ſinner 3 
But e' er five months were paſt, 
The ſpirit was quick within her. 


But what will the wicked ſay, 
When they ſhall hear of this rumour *? 
They'll laugh at us every day, 
And ſcoff us. in every corner: 
Let 'em do ſo ſtill, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their faſhion, 
They're none of our ſect, nor of the elect, 
Nor none of our congregation. 


But when the time was come, 
That ſhe was to be laid; 

It was no very great crime, 

Committed by her, they ſaid: 

"Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew 
Twas done by a friend and a brother; 

But a very great ſin, they ſaid, it had been, 
If it had been done by another. 
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Song XLVIII. The fair Laß of Illing ton. 


Here was a laſs of Iſlington, | 
As Pve heard many tell; | 

And ſhe would to fair London go. 
Fine apples and pears to ſel! : | 
And as along the ſtreets ſhe flung, | 
With her basket on her arm, 
Her pears to ſell, pray note right well, 0 
This fair maid meant no harm. N 


But as ſhe tript along the ſtreet, 1 
Her pleaſant fruit to ſell ; 
A vintner ſpruce did with her meet, j 
Who lik'd this maid full well; 
Quoth he, fair maid, what have you there, 
In basket deckt ſo brave? 
Fine pears, quoth ſhe, and if 't pleaſe ye, 
A taſte, Sir, you ſhall have. 
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The vintner then he took a ſte, 
And lik'd it well, for why? 
This maid he thought, of all the reſt, 
Mot pleaſing to his eye: 
Quoth he, fair maid, I have a ſuit, 
I That you to me muſt grant; 
Which if I find you'll be ſo kind, 
Nothing then you ſhall want. 


Thy beauty doth fo pleaſe my eye, 
And dazzles ſo my fight; - 
That now of all my liberty, 
I am deprived quue : 
Then prithee now conſent to me, 
And do not put me by; 
It is but one {mall courteſy, 
All night with you to be. 
Vor. I. 1 Sir, 
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Sir, if you lie with me one night, 
As you propound to me; 

I do expect that you ſhould prove, 
Both courteous, kind, and free : 

And for to tell you all in ſhort, 
It will coſt you five pound: 

A match, a match, the vintner ſaid, 

And ſo let this go round. 


When he had lain with her all night, 
Her money ſhe did crave ; 
O ſtay, quoth he, the other night, 
And thy money thou ſhalt have: 
I cannot ſtay, nor I will not tay, 
I needs muſt now be gone; 
Why then thou may'ſt thy money go look, 
For money ['ll pay thee none. 


This maid ſhe made no more ado, 
But to a juſtice went; — 
And unto him ſhe made her moan, * 
Who did her caſe lament: 
She ſaid, ſne had a cellar let out 
To a vintner in the town; 
And how that he did then agree, 
Five pound to pay her down. 


But now, quoth ſhe, the caſe is thus, 
No rent to me he'll pay; 
Therefore your worſhip I beſeech, 

To ſend for him this day: 
Then ſtrait the juſtice for him ſent, 
And ask'd the reaſon why, 
That he would pay this maid no rent? 
To which he did reply : 


Although I hir'd a cellar of her, 
And the poſſeſſion mine; | 
I neer put any thing into it, 
But one poor pipe of wine: 
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Therefore my bargain it was hard, 
As you may plainly ſee ; 

I from my freedom was debarr'd, 

Then, good Sir, favour me. 


This fair maid being ripe of wit, 
She ſtrait reply'd again; 
There were two butts more at the door, 
Why did you not roul them in ? 
You had your freedom, and your will, 
As is to you well known; 
Therefore I do deſire you ſtill, 
For to give me my own. 


The juſtice hearing of their caſe, 
Did then give order ſtrait; 
That he the money ſhould pay down, 
She ſhould no longer wait ; | 
Withal he told the vintner plain, 
If he a tenant be; 
He muſt expect to pay the ſame, 
He could not fit rent - free. 


But when the money ſhe had got, 
She put it in her purſe; 
And clapt her hand on the cellar-door, 
And faid, 't was never the worſe : 
Which cauſed the people all to laugh, 
To ſee this vintner fine, 
Out-witted by a country girl, 
About this pipe of wine. 
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Song XLIX. There was a Knight, &c. 


0/6 e Here was a knight, and he was young, 
1 A riding along the way, Sir; 
1 And there he met a lady fair, | 
1 Among the cocks of hay, Sir: 
wo Quoth he, ſhall you and I, lady, 

Among the graſs lie down-a ? 
And I will have a ſpecial care, 

Of rumpling of your gown-a. 


1 If you will go along with me, 
Wil Unto my father's hall, Sir; 

You ſhall enjoy my maidenhead, 
And my eſtate and all, Sir : 

So he mounted her on a milk-white ſteed, 
Himſelf upon another; 

And then they rid upon the road 1 
Like ſiſter and like brother. | 


And when ſhe came to her father's houſe, 
Which was moated round about, Sir ; 

She ſtepped ſtraight within the gate, 

And ſhut this young knight out, Sir; 

Here is a purſe of gold, ſhe faid, 

1 Take it for your pains, Sir; 

16 0 And I will ſend my father's man 

14 To go home with you again, Sir. 


1 And if you meet a lady fair, 
n As you go through the next town, Sir; 
Yor muſt not fear the dew of the graſs, 
Nor the rumpling of her gown, Sir: 
And if you meet a lady gay, 
As you go by the hill, Sir; 
If you will not when you may, 
You ſhall not when you will, Sir. 


There 


There 
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There is a dew upon the graſs, 
Will ſpoil your damask gown-a ; 
Which has coſt your father dear, 
Many a ſhilling and crown-a : _ 
There is a wind blows from the weſt, 
Soon will dry the ground-a ; 
And I will have a ſpecial care 
Of the rumpling of my gown-a. 


Song L. Young Coridon and Phillis. 


Oung Coridon and Phillis 

Sate in a lonely grove, 
Contriving crowns of lillies, 
Repeating tales of love: 


And ſomething elle, but what I dare not name. 


But as they were a playing, 

She ogled ſo the ſwain; 

It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiis to eaſe our pain: 


Ard ſomething elſe, &c. 


A thouſand times he kiſs'd her, 
Laying her on the green 
But as he farther preſs'd her, 
Her pretty leg was ſeen : 
Ard ſomething elſe, &c. 


So many beauties renewing, 
His ardor ſtill increasd; 
And greater joys purſuing, 
He wander'd o'er her breaſt: 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 
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A laſt effort ſhe trying, 


His paſſion to withſtand; 
Cry'd, but it was faintly crying, 
Pray take away your hand: 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


Young Coridon grown bolder, 
The minute would improve; 
This is the time, he told her, 
To ſhew you how I love ; 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


The nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in amorous heat; 
She kiſs'd, and told him ſighing, 
My dear your love is great: 
And ſomething elſe, cc. 


But Phillis did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain; 
She bluſhing ask'd her lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again ? 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


Thus love his revels keeping, 
Till nature at a ſtand, 
From talk they fell to n 
Holding each other's hand: 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


Soxgs and Ballads. = RY 


Song LI. Long was the day, &c. 


ONG was the day. e'er Alexis my lover, 
Io finiſh my hopes, would his paſſion reveal; 
He could not ſpeak, nor I could not diſcover 
What my poor aking heart was ſo loath to conceal : 
Till the ſtrength of his paſſion his fear had remoy'd, 
Then we mutually talk'd, and we mutually lov'd. 


Groves for umbrella's did kindly o'er-ſhade us 

From Phcebus hot rages, who like envying ſtrove : 
Had not kind fate this proviſion made us, 

All the nymphs of the air would have envy'd our love; 
Bu; we ſtand below envy, that :J-natw'd fate, 
And above cruel ſcorn is our happy eliate. 


Song LII. An amorous Song. To the Tune 
of the Bonny Chriſt-Church Bells. 


E E hew fair and fine ſhe lies 
Upon her bridal bed ; 
No lady at the court, 
So hit tor the {port, 
Oh, ſhe look'd fo curiouſly whit and red. 
After the firſt and {ccond time, 

The weary bridegroom ſlacks his pace; 
But oh! ſhe cries, come, come, my joy, 
And cling thy cheek cloſe to my face. 
Tinkle, tinkle, goes the bell under the bed, 
Whilſt time and touch they keep ; 

Then with a Kiſe, 
They end their bliſs, 
And ſo fall fait alleep. 
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Song L. III. A Song ſung by Mrs. Champion, 
in the Comedy call'd, She wou'd, and ſhe 
Dort d not. 


ELIA, my heart has often rang' d, 
Like bees er gaudy flowers; 
And many thouſand loves has chang'd, 
Til it was fix'd, till it was fix d on yours: 
But, Celia, when I {aw thoſe eyes, 
_ *F'was ſoon, twas ſoon determin'd there, 
Stars might as well forlake the skies, 
And vaniſh into air. 


Now if from the great rules I err, 
New beauties, new beauties to admire; 

May I again, again turn wanderer, 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never, 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 
Never, never, never, ſettle more: | 

May I again turn wanderer, . 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never, 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 
Never, never, never, ſettle more. 


Song 


Songs aud Ballads. 78 


25 Song LIV. Lel's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes. 


Olly mortals, fill your glaſſes, 
Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouiand charms you'll find ; 

More than Phillis, though juſt going 
In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at Council-board ; 
He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu' ring ſword. 


Song LV. Cruel Creature, can you leave me. 


Ruel creature, can you leave me? 
Can you then ungrateful prove k 
Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to ſlight my conſtant love? 


Falſe ungrateful, thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my heart a prize; 
Firſt to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannize. 


Shall I ſend to heav'n my prayer ? 
Shall I all my wrongs relate? 

Shall I curſe the dear betrayer ? 
No, alas! It is too late. 


Cupid, pity my condition, 
3 Pierce this unrelenting {wan ; 
ns | Hear a tender maid's petition, 
| And reſtore my love again. 
You. I. K Song 
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Song LVI. That all Men are Beggars. 


Hat all men are beggars, we plainly may ſee, 
For beggars there are of ev ry degree, 
'Tho' none are ſo bleſt or ſo happy as we, 


Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can den: 


The tradeſman he begs that his wares you would buy, 

Then begs you'd believe the price is not high, 

And {wears 'tis his trade, when he tells you a lye, 
Which no body can deny, &c. 


The lawyer he begs that you'd give him a fee, 
Tho he reads not your brief, nor regards not your plex, 
But adviſes your foe how to get a decree, 

Which no body can deny, &c. 


The courtier he begs for a penſion or place, 
A ribbon, a title, or {ſmile from his grace, 
Tis due to his merit, 'tis writ in his face, 

Which no body can deny, &c. 


But if by miſhap, he ſhould chance to get none, 

He begs you'd believe that the nation's undone ; 

There's but one honeſt man, and himſelf is that one, 
Which no body dare deny, &c. 


The fair one who labours whole mornings at home, 

New charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 

Vet begs you'd believe 'tis her natural bloom, 
Which no body ſhould deny, &c. 


The courtier he begs the dear nymph to comply, 

She begs hed be gone, yet with a languiſhing eye, 

Still begs, he would ſtay, for a maid ſhe can't die. 
Which none but a fool would deny, &c. 
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Song LVII. I had rather enjoy. 


I Had rather enjoy 
A girl that is coy, 
Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For though for a while, 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 


Vet at length her fort is invaded. 


When then ſhe's poſſeſod, 
You doubly are bleſt, 


Tho? from pleaſure awhile you're confin'd ; 


The heart 1s on fire 
With zealous deſire, 
And the joy of a lover retin'd. 
'The pleafure's not full, 
But damnable dull, 
When too willing a madam we find ; 
| I'd have her firſt frown, 
Her paſſion diſown, 
And begin, by degrees, to be kind. 


g Song LVIII. *Twas in the land of Cyder. 


9 Was in the land of Cyder, 


At a place cald Brampton-Bryon, 


duch a prank was plaid 
Twixt man and maid, 
That all the faints cry'd fie on, 


For gentle John and Suſan 


: Were oft at recreation ; 


To tell the truth, 
This vig'rous youth 
Caus'd a dreadful conflagraticn, 
$2 


Bot! 
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Both morning, noon, and night, Sir, 
Brisk John was at her crupper; 
He got in her geers 
Five times before pray rs, 
And ſix times after ſupper. 


John being well provided, 
So cloſely did ſolace her, 
That Suſan's waiſt, f 
So ſlackly lac'd, 5 
Shew'd ſigns of babe of grace, Sir. 


But when the knight perceived 
That Suſan had been ſinning, 
And that this laſs, 
For want of grace, 
Lov'd kifling more than ſpinning : 


To cleanſe the houſe from ſcandal, 
And filthy fornication ; 
Of all ſuch crimes, 
To ſhew the times 
His utter detettation 


He took both bed and bolſter, 
Nay, blankets, ſheets, and pillow, 
With Johnny's frock, 
And Suſan's ſmock, | 
And burnt them in the kiln-houſe; 


And every vile utenſil, 

On which they had been wicked ; 
As chairs, joint-ſtools, 
Old trunks, cloſe-ftools, 

And eke the three-legg'd cricket. 


But had each thing defiled, 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryon, 
We all muſt grant, 
The knight would want 
Himſelf a bed to lie on. 
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Song LIX. Prithee, Chloe, give o'er. 


Rithee, Chloe, give o'er, 
And perplex me no more; 
For, my charmer, it looks very queerly, 
That in blooming fifteen, 
* Thor rt afraid to be ſeen 
By a ſhepherd who loves thee moſt dearly. 


When with ſpeed 1 purſue, 
As intending to woo, 
And tell thee how much I'm thy! lover; 
Like a fearful young lamb 
That runs aſter its dam, 
So thou fly'ſt away to thy mother. 


I know it has been told, 
That the patr'archs of old 
Spent threeſcore full years in their wooing ; 
Twas no wonder then, 
That a nymph of fifteen 
Should be coy when a ſwain was purſuing. 


But, my charmer, I vow, 
Tis a miracle now, 
That a nymph in her teens ſhould fly any ; 
When | dare now engage, 
Not a man in the age, 
But who thinks threeſcore days are too many. 


Then prithee, my joy, 
No longer be coy. 
But let amorous defires inflame ye; 
Surrender thy charms, 
And take me to thy arms, 
And thou'lt ſoon love me better than mammy. 


PRI a X 
Sone | | Song 
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Song LX. Chloe, be wiſe. 


HLOE, be wiſe, no more perplex me, 
slight not my love at ſuch a rate; 
Should I your ſcorn return, *twill vex you, 


Love, much abus'd, will turn to hate. 


How can fo lovely, fair a creature 
Put on the looks of cold diſdain ? 

Women were firſt deſign'd by nature 
To give a pleaſure, and not a pain. 


Kindnefs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other charms are fled away : 

Think then the time we now are waſting, 
Throw off thoſe frowns, and love obey. 


Song LXI. Gently touch the warbling Lyre. 


FEANENTLY touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt ; 
Fill her ſoul with fond defire, 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt ; 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propittous prove. 


Wh Pt On the moſly bank ſhe lies, 
. ( Nature's verdant velvet bed) 
1 Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head ; 
1 Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
1 And indulgent whiſpers ſound. 
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Song LXII. Once 7 lov'd a charming. 


NCE I lov'd a charming creature, 
But the flame with which I burn, 
Is not for each tender feature, 
Nor for her wit, nor ſprightly turn, 
But for her down, down, derry down; 
But for her down, &c. 


On the graſs I ſaw her lying, 
Strait [ ſeiz'd her tender waiſt ; 

On her back ſhe lay complying, 
With her lovely body plac'd, 
Under my down, &c. 


But the nymph being young and tender, 
Cou'd not bear the dreadful ſmart ; 

Still unwilling to ſurrender, 
Call'd mamma to take the part 
Of her down, &c. 


Out of breath, mamma came running, 
To prevent poor Nanny's fate ; 

But the girl, now grown more cunning, 
Cry'd, mamma, you're come too late ; 
For I am down, &c. 
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Song LXIII. *Twas when the Seas were roaring. 


4 WAS when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd : 

Wide o'er the roaring billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 

Why did'it thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why did'ſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 

Ah! what's thy troubled motion- 


To that within my breaſt? 7 


The merchant, robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To the loſing of my dear ? 

Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow; 


You'd find a richer maiden, 4 


But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay, that nature 
Has nothing made 1n vain ? 
Why then beneath the water 


Vo hideous rocks remain ? © 

No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, A 
That lurk beneath the deep, a 

To wreck the wand'ring lover, by 


And leave the maid to weep. 


et? Wy _ M* 
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All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 

Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear : 

When o'er the wide waves ſtooping, 
His floating corple the ſpy'd ; 

Then like a lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 


Song LXIV. Whilſt the Town's brim-full, 


HILST the town's brim-full of folly, 
And runs gadding after Polly, 
Let us take a chearful glaſs. 
Tell me, Damon, where's the pleaſure, 
Of beſtowing time and treaſure, 
For to make one's {elf an aſs? 
Tell me, &c. 


I am for joys are leſs expenſive, 
Where the pleaſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull attention free; 
Where my Celia, o'er a bottle, 
Caan, when tir'd with am' rous prattle, 
Sing old ſongs as well as ſhe. | 
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Song LXV. Ghoſts of ev*ry Occupation. 


HOSTS of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry rank and ev'ry nation; 
Some with crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happy fates allotted, | 
Preſs the Stygian lake to paſs. 
Here a ſoldier roars like thunder, 
Prates of wenches, wine and plunder ; 
Stateſmen here the times accuſing, 
Poets ſenſe for rhimes abuſing ; 


Lawyers chatt'ring, 
Courtiers flatt'ring, 
Bullies ranting, 
_ Zealots canting ; 


_ Enaves and fools of ev'ry claſs: 
Knaves and fools, &c. 


Song LXVI. Deſpairing beſide a clear Strean | 


Y the fide of a great kitchen fire, 

A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid ; 

A pudding was all his deſire, 
A kettle ſupported his head : 
The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 
To his fighs with a grunt did reply; 
And a gutter that car'd not a louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 


But when it was ſet in a diſh, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
My mouth it does water and wiſh ; 
I think it had better been fry'd. 


The 
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The butter around it was ſpread, 

T'was as great as a prince in his chair: 
Oh! cou'd I but eat it, he ſaid, 

The proof of the pudding lies there. 


How fooliſh was I to believe | 
It was made for ſo homely a clown ! 
Or that it would have a reprieve 
From the dainty fine folks of the town ! 
Could I think that a pudding ſo fine, 
Could ever uneaten remove ? 
= - We labour that others may dine, 
| And hve in a kitchen on love. 
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What tho' at the fire I've wrought, 
Where puddings do boil and do fry; = 
Tho' part of it hither be brought, | 14 
And none of it ever ſet by: | 4 
Ah, Collin, thou muſt not be firit ! 
Thy knife and thy platter reſign ; 
There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn is ſooner than thine. 


A 


A And you, my companions ſo dear, 
1 Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale; 
3 Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail: 
Tho' thro' all the rooms I ſhould rove, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to go; 
*Tis its fate to be often above, | 
"Tis mine for to want it below. 


If while my hard fate I ſaſtain, 
In your breaſt any pity be found; 
Ye ſervants that early do dine, 
Come ſee how I lie on the ground: 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell ; 
L 2 
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And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Collin lov'd pudding too well. 


Then back to your meat you may go, 


Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 


And flowers are ſtrew'd on the brim :; 


Whilſt Collin, forgotten and gone, 


By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above. 


Song LXVII. Black Foa. 


F all the girls in our town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fair, or brown, 
With their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright; 
Give me a girl that's blith and gay, 
As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 
With her heart free, and faithful as light. 
What lovely couple then cou'd be 
So happy and ſo bleſt as we? 
On whom eternal joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all the cares of life beguile, | 
Entranc'd in bliſs each rapt'rous night. 


Song 
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Song LXVIII. Hy ne not, Sylvia. 


ELIA, my deareſt, no longer depieſs me, Ml 
But haſten to bleſs me, 2 | 

And fly to my arms. 
O could I charm you, 


How I would warm you! #0 
How I would revel and ſport in your arms ! } 
No one 1s near, l 

Why ſhould we fear ? 0 

Why ſhould we then theſe moments delay ? 1" 

| If I've offended, 1 

I ne'er intended ; _ 

[I'll beg your pardon another day. 19 


Song LXIX. Once in our Lives. 


N CE in our lives, 
Let us drink to our wives, 

Tho' their numbers be but ſmall; 

Heaven take the beſt, | 

And the devil take the reſt, 
And ſo we ſhall get rid of them all: 

To this hearty wiſh, 

Let each man take his diſh, 
And drink, drink, till he fall. 


Song 
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Song LXX. Oh, London is a fine Town, &c. 


H, London 1s a fine town, and a gallant city, | 
Tis ee by the ſcarlet gowyn, come liſten to my 
itty : 
This city has a Mayor, this Mayor is a Lord, 
He governeth the citizens all of his own accord; 
He boaſteth his gentility, and how nobly he was born, 
His arms are three ox-heads, and his creſt a rampant horn. 


The firſt journey his lordſhip takes, is to Weſtminſter-hall, 

Attended by twelve companies, for he muſt have 'em all; 

The barges are made all fine and gay, for his lordſhip and 
the beſt, 


And durg-boats and lighters provided for the reſt. 


Then at the Exchequer he's ſworn upon a ſhoe-ſole, 

That he will be no wiſer man than was his brother Jubernol. 
The {word is borne before em up and down the ſtairs, 

To fright away the little boys that laugh at our Lord-Mayors. 


And when that is ended, home again he comes, 

With joyful noiſe upon the Thames of trumpets and of 
drums; 

His Iordſhip lands at Paul's-wharf, and on along he jogs, 

Attended by his companies, as hungry as any dogs. 


Then in comes the carver, and boldly falls to work, 
With knife like ſcimiter, as fierce as any Turk; | 
He hit upon the gooſe- bone, and turned both edge and point, 
Till he loobd upon my Lord-Mayor, he could not hit the 
joint. | 

hen up came a cuſtard with twenty-four nookes, 

As you may find recorded in John Stow's books ; 

And why 1t was ſo big, if you would know the reaſon, 


ic was to keep their chaps at work that would be prating 
trœaſon. 


Then 
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Then they go to Greenwich all in the city-barge, 

And there they have a noble treat all at the city- charge; 

And when they come to Cuckold's-Point they make a gal 
lant ſhow, 575 e | 

Their wives bid the muſick play cuckolds all a row. 


Then they go to Paul's church ere morning-prayer begins. 
And as they go along the ſtreet, they ſtoop to pick up pins - 
But if you'd know, I'll tell you, the moral reaſon of it, 
They that would to riches grow, mult ſtoop for little profit, 


My Lord-Mayor rides along the ſtreet like unto n law-maker, 

With forty catchpoles at his arſe to proſecute the baker; 

And when he comes to the baker's ſtall, and finds his bread 
too light, 9 

He ſends it home to his own houſe, to feaſt both lord ang 

knight. 1 


Then to the Seſſions-houſe they go, the ſeſſions for to keep? 
Until that the Recorder comes, they all are faſt aſlecp; 7 ' 
They call up their juries by twelves and by twelves, 
And if they hang up no man, they may go hang themſelves, | 


So then they borrow boots and ſpurs, and out of town they ride, 
Jo ſee the badgers baited on the Eallz-ſide; | | 

And when that they have done, hey all return again, ii 
Like ſo many apes, with cu his golden chain. 


| Y 
Then to hear a ſermon once a year, he rides unto the Spital, 
And there ſits full three hours long, and biings away but little; 
And when that he comes home, he {its down at his board, * 
And if he has not minc'd-pies, his chear's not worth a tur. 


My lady ſays unto my lord, when all the gueſts are gone, | 
I do intend to-morrow next to invite my friend Sir John; i,” 
For I don't think it fit always to have tradeſmen. 14 
I Pray therefore let me rub in a courtier now and ven. | q 


My 
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0 My lady boldly ask'd my lord, what diſhes ſhe ſhould have, 
l To entertain her friend Sir John, that was ſo fine and brave ; 
= My lord he nam d a calf's head, at which ſhe made a piſh, 


i And ſwore ſhe'd have a turky-cock, for ſhe lov'd a ſtanding- 
[ diſh. 


: Next once a year into Eſſex a hunting they do go, 
U To fee em paſs along, O' tis a moſt pretty ſhew ; 
'Thro' Cheapſide and Fenchurch-ſtreet, and ſo to Aldgate- 


7 Each man with's ſpurs in's horſe's ſides, and his back- word 
| croſs his rump. 


My lord he takes a ſtaff in hand to beat the buſhes o'er, 

J muſt confefs it was a work he ne'er had done before; 

A creature bounceth from a buſh, which made them all to 
laugh, 5 

My lord he cry'd a hare, a hare, but it prow d an Eſſex- calf. 


| | 

0 And when they had done their ſport, they came to London, 

Ki | where they dwell ; 5 

pl Their faces all ſo torn and ſcratch'd, their wives ſcarce knew 
them well ; 

For "was a very great mercy ſo many ſcap'd alive, | 

For of twenty ſaddles carried out, they brought again but five. 
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| The following SON G we received from one of our kind 
Subſcribers, and return him many thanks for the trouble 
he has taken in tranſmitting it to us; and ſhall at all 
times be very re2dy to oblige him or any other perſon, 
that ſhall give themſelves the trouble of ſending any 
thing of this Kind worthy of notice. 


Song LXXI. Collins Complain to Celia. 
To the TUNE of 
Ob! the Pains are felt in Love, &c. 


J. 


H! the pain and grief I bear, 

Always moaning. ſighing, groaning : 
Oh ! the pain and grief I bear, 

My fate always bemoaning + 
For fince, my Celia, you're unkind, 
I cannot eaſe my troubled mind, 
Such torture, ſure, no one can find. 

All my comfort 1s complaining. 


II. 


The muſick of your charming voice 
Kindles fire, and deſire; 
The mufick of your charming voice 
My heart ſets all on fire; 
But if that you will yet diſdain, 
I cannot live in grief and pain, 
Always to ſigh and to complain, 
My love there's no retraining. 


Vol. J. | | M Your | 
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Ul. 


Your ruby lips and iv'ry teeth, 

None is ſweeter, more compleater ; 
Your ruby lips and iv'ry teeth 

Are the maſter- piece of nature: 
Your rowling eyes fo charming bright, 
Like ſtars, do dart a dazling light; 
But yours both dazles mind and ſight, 

And cauſes my complaining. 


IV. 


Your features are ſo heav'nly bright, 

They're ſo charming, pleaſing, warming; 
Your features are ſo heav'nly bright, | 

That indeed you are too charming: 
can't my feeble muſe ſo raiſe, 
As to ſpeak aught unto your praile ; 
For all's too little I can ſay, 

'Tho' you cauſe my complaining, 


V. 


When I firſt lov'd you, Celia fair, 
Vour love ne'er changed, never rang d; 
When J firſt lov'd you, Celia fair, 

Your love it never chang d: 
But now from my ſight you fly, 
And will not give me a reaſon why, 
But I may languiſh till I die, 

Youlll not pity my complaining. 


VI. Then 
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1 & i 


Then, Celia, hearken to my moan, 

Pity my anguiſh, ſee how I languiſk ; 
Celia, hearken to my moan, 

See how | faint with anguith ; 
Be not ſo ſilent, as of late, 
But let me know my doomed fate, 
Tell me whether you love or hate, 
And I will ceaſe complaining. 


Song LXXII The Longing Maid. 


HERE was a maid the other day, 
That ſighed ſore, god wot ; 
And ſaid, all wives might {port and play, 
hut maidens they may not: | 
Full fifteen have I liv'd (ſhe ſaid, | . 
| Poor ſeul) fince I was born; 
And if J chance to die a maid, 
Apollo is forſworn. 


Oh, oh, for a husband! 
Still this was her ſong; 

1 I will have a husband, I will have a husband, 

A husband old or young. 


An ancient ſuitor to her came, 
His beard was almoſt grey; 
Tho he was old, and ſhe was young, 
She could no longer ftay : 
© Unto her mother went this maid, 
And told her by and by; 

That ſhe a husband needs muſt have, 
* She had a reaſon why: | 


; Oh, oh, &c. 
L ; M 2 
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She had not been a wedded wife 
One quarter of a year; 
But ſhe was weary of this life, 
And grew into a jeer: 
The old man ſnoring by her ſide, 
She'd nought but figh and groan 3 
Did ever woman this abide ? 
I'd better lie alone. 


Oh, oh, oh, what a husband, what a life lead! 
Out, out of ſuch a husband, ſuch a husband, 
Fie, tie, fie, ſie, fie, he ! | 


To live a wedded life, ſhe ſaid, 
A twelvemonth, tis too long; 
As J have done (poor foul, the cry'd) 
That am both fair and young: 
When other wives can have their will, 
't hey are not like to me; 
I mean to go and try my skill, 
And ſeek a remedy : 
On, oh, oh, what 2 husband, what a life lead I !. 
Out, out of ſuch a hu band, ſuch a husband, 
Fie, fie, ſie, he, fie, fie! 


Song 
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A Cure for the Green. Sicneſs Maid. a1 

8 fair Olinda fitting was f ; 

| Beneath a ſhady tree ; i} 

1 Much love | did profeſs to her, 1 
And ſhe the like to me: | 11 

But when I kifs'd her lovely lips, 4 

And preſt her to be kind; 4 

She cry'd, oh no—bur I remember, 1 


Womens words are wind. 


I hugg'd her till her breath grew ſhort, 
Jen farther did intrude; „ 
She ſcratch'd and ftruggPd modeſtly, | 


And told me 1 was rude: 1 

I begg'd her pardon twenty times, 1 

And ſome concern did feign; | 1 

But like a bold preſumptuous ſinner, 8} 

Did the like again. NH 

= 
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At laſt I did by dalliance raiſe 1 1 
The pretty nymph's deſire; 0 # 

Our inclinations equal were, | 1 
And mutual was our fire. * 
Then in the height of joy the cry's, | 
Oh! Tm undone, I fear; | 

Oh! kill me, ſtick me, flick me, 4 
Kill me, Kill me quite, my dear. | 5 4 | 
1 | 


8 | 
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Song LXXIV. On New Bethlehem. 


FI His is a ſtruddure fair, 


Royally raiſed; 
The pious founders are 
Mauch to be praiſed ; 
That in ſuch times of need, 
When madneſs doth exceed, 
To build this houſe of bread, 
Noble New Bedlam. 


"Tis beautiful and large 
In conſtitution ; 
Deſerves a liberal charge 
Of contribution ; 
If I may reach ſo high, 
To ling a prophecy, 
Their names ſhall never die 
That built New Bedlam. 


Methinks the lawyers may 


Conſult together; 
And contribute, for they 
Send moſt men thither; 
They put em to much pain, 
With words that cramp the brain, 
Till Bedlam's fill'd with plain- 
tiff and defendant. 


Quacking phyſicians ſhou'd 


Give money freely ; 
They maculate mens blood, 
And make them filly ; 
With hydrogarum-pills, 
Their reaſon and their wills 
They ruine, and this fills 
Moſt part of Bedlam. 


So 


Songs and Ballads. — 93 


So good a work as this 
Cannot want actors; 
But I'll no more inſiſt 
On benefactors; | 
But hint ſuch as I ſee 
Hy pocondriack be, 
And are in ſome degree 
Fit for New) Bedlam. 


That amorous ſoul that is 
In love a quaker, 
And doth adore a mils 
More than his maker; 
Decks her in ſilk and furr, 
Then turns 1idolater, 5 
Kneels down and worſhips her, 
He's fit for Bedlam. 


The young man that has got 
A golden talent, 
And hath a brain: ſick plot 
To ſeem a galant; 
That riehly is array'd, 
Spends land, and ſhop, and trade, 
To be a hector made; 
1s fit for Bedlam, 


The city-lad that ſings, 
Rhimes, drolls, and dances ; 
And all his buſineſs flings 

Away for fancies ; 
He that lets his angels fly, 
Till he's not worth one penny, 
To ſtudy poetry, 

Is fit for Bedlam. 


rr 
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Whilſt ſome with brandy burn 
Their guts with drinking, 
Philoſphers do turn 
Their heads with thinking ; 
He who is ſuch a one, 
As ſtudies for the ſtone, 
Till's brain and his money's gone, 
n for Bedlam. 


That churl who gold hath won, 
And dares not v2 it, 
But hath a ſquand' ring fon 
Doth game and loſe it: 
His brain doth greatly err, 
He that with water clear 
Would fill a colander, 
Muſt de't in Bedlam. 


He that with an eſtate 
Weds a poor beauty, 
Who to diidain and hate 
Turns love and duty ; 
It doth his reaſon daunt, 
He has a bargain on't, 
Who's then the elephant, 
And's fit for Bedlam. 


I could tell many more 
(J have enroll'd 'em) 
Should I declare my ſtore, 
As I have told em; 
With mortar, brick and ſtonæ, 
Could they their building run 
From thence to Iſlington, 
"T would never hold em. 
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Song LXXV. 


LL the town fo lewd is grown, 
Hereafter you mult excuſe me, 

If when you diſcover yourſelf a lover, 
J think it is all a lye. 
Oaths and ſighs, and melting eyes, 
You'd ſacrifice to ſubdue me; 
Thus filly poor women are oft undone, 
Thus happily warn'd am I. 


Excuſe me for flying, and for my denying ; 

For, faith, Sir, I mutt refuſe you : 

Excuſe me for knowing the cheats of your wooing, 
And from your requeſt excuſe me ; 

Excuſe me when you vow'd and ſwore, 

I thought you deſign'd to deceive me the more: 
But if you make love till your eyes run o'er, 

You ſhall never the ſooner deceive me. 


Youth and wit did once invade 

My heart, e'er ſcarce I was twenty ; 

And I, filly creature, thro' mere good-nature, 
Believ'd him whate er he {wore. | 
Young, unpractis'd in the trade, 

Of favours I was not ſcanty : 

But he who my innocent heart betray'd, 

Shall never deceive me more. 


For now tho' he flatter, and ogle, and chatter, | 
And till in the dance does chuſe me, 

Nay, argue the caſe too, and look like an aſs too, 
He after all this ſhall loſe mez.__ 

For now I will female cunning uſe, 

And all our whole ſtock of revenge produce: 
One rebel to honour has broke the truce, 

And all mankind muſt excuſe me. 


Vol. I. N Vong 


98 4 Complete Collection of 


Song LXXVI. 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
This many and many a year: 

And thoſe are three plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For one poor mortal to bear. 
Twas love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me run into debt; 

And tho I have ſtruggled, and ſtruggled, and ſtrove, 
I cannot get out of them yet. 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain; 
"1 will pay all my debts, 
And remove all my letts ; 
And my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 
Then, then I'Il fall to my loving and drinking again, 


Song LXXVII Ob! what Pangs are fil. 


NN thou wert my ain thing, 
I would love thee, I would love thee ; 
Ann thou wert my ain thing, 5 8 
So dearly I would love thee: 
I would claſp thee in my arms, 
I'd ſecure thee from all harms; 
Above all mortals thou haſt charms, 
So dearly I do love thee. 


Of race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee 3 
For heaven's ſake, oh! favour me, 


Who only lives ta love thee. T he 


fel. 


The 


Songs and Ballads. 99 


The gods one thing peculiar have, 

To ruin none whom they can fave : 

Oh! for their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 


To merit I no claim can make, 

But that I love; and for thy ſake, 

What man can name, [I'll undertake ; 
So dearly I do love thee. 

My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 

Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 

Till fates my thread of life have ſpun, 
Which breaking off, I'll love thee. 


Like bees that ſuck the morning-dew, 


_ Frae flowers of ſweeteſt {cent and hue, 


Sae wad I dwell upo thy mou, 

And gar the gods envy me. 

dae lang's I had the uſe of light, 

I'd on thy beauties feaſt my fight : 
Syne in ſaft whiſpers thro the night, 
I'd tell how much I lov'd thee. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean! 


She moves a goddeſs o'er the green; 

Were I a King, thou ſhou'd'ſt be Queen, 
Nane but my ſell aboon thee : 

I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 

Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 

Around my ſtronger limbs ſhould twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee. | 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay; 


Oh! let nae ſcorn undo thee ; 
N 2 While 
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While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Ha ! there's my heart, give me thy hand, 
And with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command, 


The will of him wha loves thee. 


Song LEXVIIL Of all the Girls that are | 


'A S Damon late with Chloe fat, 
They talk'd of am'rous bliſſes; 
ind things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid 
In pleaſing ſmiles and kiſſes. 
With tuneful tongue, of love he ſung, 
She thank'd him for his ditty ; 
But ſaid, one day ſhe heard him ſay, 
The flute was mighty pretty. 


Young Damon, who her meaning knew, 


Took out his pipe to charm her; 
And while he ſtrove with wanton love 
And ſprightly airs to warm her, 
She begg'd the ſwain to play one ſtrain, 
In all the ſofteſt meaſure, | 
Whoſe killing ſound would fweetly wound, 
And make her die with pleaſure, 


Fager to do't, he takes the flute, 
And ev'ry accent traces; 

Love trickling thro” his fingers flew, 
And whiſper'd melting graces: 

He play'd his part with wond'rous art, 
Expecting praiſes after; 

But ſhe, inſtead of falling dead, 

Burſt out into a laughter, 


aking 


Sy 
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Taking the hint, as Chloe meant, 

Said he, my dear, be eaſy ; 

I have a flute, which, tho! 'tis mute, 
May play a tune to pleaſe ye. 

Then down he laid the charming maid, 
He found her kind and willing ; 


He play'd again, and tho' each ſtrain 


Was ſilent, yet 'twas killing. 


Fair Chloe ſoon approv'd the tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely; 
Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 
It goes exceeding finely: 
The flute is good that's made of wood, 
And 4s, I own, the neateſt; 
Yet ne'ertheleſs, I muſt confeſs, 
The ſilent flute's the ſweeteſt. 


Song LXXIX. 


ATAY, ſhepherd, ſtay ; I prithee ſtay ; 


Did not you ſee her go this way ? 
Where can ſhe be, can you not guels ? 
Alas! I've loſt my ſhepherdeſs! 


I fear ſome ſatyr has betray'd 

My wand'ring nymph out of the ſhade : 
Oh! woe is me, I am undone ! 

For in the ſhade ſhe was my ſun. 


The pink, the violet, and the roſe, 
Strive to ſalute her as ſhe goes; 
Nay, be content to kiſs her ſhoe, 
The primroſe, and the daiſy too. 
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Oh! woe is me! what muſt I do? 
Or who muſt I complain unto ? 
Methinks the valleys cry, forbear, 
And fighing ſay, ſhe is not here. 


Oh! what ſhall F, unhappy, do? 
Or who muſt I complain unto ? 


Where can ſhe be? can you not gueſs 
Where I may find my ſhepherdeſs ? 


Song LXXX. 


LOCES are ſporting, doves are courting, 
Warbling linnets ſweetly ſing ; 
Joy and pleaſure, without meaſure, 
Kindly hail the glorious ſpring. 


Flocks are bleating, rocks repeating, 
Valleys echo back the ſound ; 
Dancing, finging, piping, ſpringing, 
Nought but but mirth and joy go round. 


Song LXXXI. 


HAT woman could do, I've try'd to be fret; 
| Yet do all I can, | 
I find I love him, and tho' he flies me: 
Still, fill he's the man. 
They tell me, at once he to twenty will ſwear: 
When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſhood can fear * 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, ſtill he's the man, | 


{ caught 
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J caught him once making love to a maid, 
When to him I ran: 
He turn'd, and he kiſed me; chen who could upbraid 
80 civil a man? 
The next day I found, to a third! ne was kind, 
I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 1 
So, let me do what J can, 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


All the world bids me beware of his art; 
I do what I can: 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
I doubt he's the man. 
So ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind; 
Tho' he may have his faults, 1 to them am blind, 
Nor can do more than I can ; 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


Song LXXXII. 


HILE the town agrees that Polly 
Beſt diverts our melancholy, 


Let us toaſt the ſprightly, ſprightly lais 3 f 
Heedleſs of the time and treaſure, 3 
Spent on her who gives ſuch pleaſure, | | 

Drink, and put about the glats, 4 

Drink, &C. | 


Polly's charms are ſo extenſive, 
That the chearful, grave, and penſive, : 
Equally their power, equally their power obey 3 
In a bed, or o'er a bottle, 
Full of wit, and am'rous prattle, 
Pretty Polly s always gay, 
Pretty Polly 7 Kc. 
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Song LXXXIII. Lucky Minute. 


8 Chloris, full of harmleſs thought, 
Beneath a myrtle lay, 
1 


nd love a youthful ſhepherd brought, 
To pals the time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd fo, 
And chid the am'rous ſwain; 

But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe, and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 


A ſudden paſſion ſeiz d her heart, 
In ſpite of her diſdain ; 

She found a pulſe in ev'ry part, 
And love in ev'ry vein. 


| Ah! gods! faid ſhe, what charms are theſe, 


That conquer, and ſurprize ? 
Oh! let me----for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no power to riſe. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For fear he ſhould comply ; 


Her looks and eyes her heart betray, 


And gave her tongue the lye. 


Thus ſhe, who princes had deny'd, 
With all their pomp and train, 
Was in the Iucky minute try'd, 
And yielded to a ſwain. 


er 
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Song LXXXIV. The Ladies Caſe, 
I. 


OW hard is the fortune of all womankind, 

For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd ! 
The parent controuls us until we are wives, 

The husband enſlaves us the reſt of our lives. 


II. 


If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
{ But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal ; 
| Deny'dev'ry freedom of life to enjoy, 


We're ſham'd if we're kind, we're blam'd if we're coy. 


Song LXXXV. True Love. 


8 


Harming Chloe, look with pity 
On your faithful love-ſick {wain 
Hear, oh! hear his doleful ditty, 
And relieve his mighty pain: 
Find your muſick in his ſighing; 
Can you ſee him in diſtreſs, 
Wiſhing, trembling, panting, dy ing, 
Yet afford no kind redrels ? 


II. 


Strephon, woo'd by lawleſs paſſion, 
For no favours rudely ſues 
All his flame is out of faſhion, 
Antient honour for him wooes * 
Vor. I. O 
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Love for love's the ſwain's ambition, 
But if that is deem'd too great, 
Pity, pity his condition, 
Say, at leaſt, you do not hate. 


III. 


Shou'd you, fonder of a rover 
Practis'd in the art of guile, 
Slight ſo true and kind a lover, 
Chloe, might not Strephon ſmile * 
Yes: well-pleas'd at thy undoing, 
Vulgar lovers might upbraid 
Strephon, conſcious of thy ruin, 
Soon wou'd be a filent Shade, 


Song LXXXVI. 


J. 


H E laſt time J came over the moor, 
I left my love behind me; 
Ye powers, what pain do 1 endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me ! 


Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, 


The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


II. 


Beneath the cooling ſnade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain: 
| I pity'd 


ty'd 
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I pity'd all beneath the skies, 

Even Kings, when ſhe was nigh'me 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


III. 


Shou'd J be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel] might wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers might ſurround. me: 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kifles, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


TY; 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; 

Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center: 

Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover; 

On Greenland ice ſhall roles grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


V 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me ; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me : | 
Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 

My heart to her fair boſom ; 


There while my being does remain, 


My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 
O2 
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Song LXXXVII. 
5 


N D this is no mine ain houſe, 
] ken by the bigging o't, 
ince with my love I chang'd vows, 
J dinna like the bigging o'c; 
For now that l'm young Robie's bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire- ſide, 
Mine ain houie I'll like to guid, 
And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


IT. 


'Then farewel to my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 
When love with honour meets me ; 
When Hymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a fin, 

Sac lang's he kindly treats me. 


III. 


When l'm in mine ain houſe, 

True love ſhall be at hand ay, 

To make me till a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay; 
Avoiding ilha cauſe of ſtrife, 

The common peſt of married life, 
That makes man weary'd of his wife, 


That breaks the kindly band ay. 


* | 
485 


—— 
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Song LXXXVIII. The modeſt Concealment. 


EAR Collin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without pain ? 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 
Oh ! can't you their meaning explain ? 


My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion, 


And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a confeſſion, 
Of what 1s too tender to name 
Of what is too tender too name, 


Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be : 


. Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 


Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 


i I need not tell over and over, 


What I in my boſom confine. 


The ANSWER. 


EAR Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A Man needs muſt look like a fool; 
For me, Iwould not give a ſhilling 
For one that can love out of rule: 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 
If you've liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Your ſighs are now loſt in the air. 


You ſhould leave us to oueſs at your meaning, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
"Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 


And yours to affect a diſdain : That 
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That you're in a terrible taking, 

By all your fond oglings I ſee ; 
The fruit that will fail withoat ſhaking, 
Indeed is too mellow for me. 


Song LXXXIX. 


E T ambition fire thy mind, | 
Thou wer't born o'er men to reign ; 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 
Scorn thy creok, and leave the plain. 


Crowns PI. throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in circles, joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beſtow ; 

Joyful Pl aicend the skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


ng 


Songs and Ballads. 


Song XC. 


Hile blooming youth, and gay delight, 
Sit on thy roly cheeks confeſt, 
Thou haſt, my dear, undoub:ed right, | 
To triumph o'er this deſtin'd breaſt ; 
My reaſon bends to what thy eyes ordain, 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 
My reaſon bends, &c. 


But would you meanly thus rely 
On power you know I muſt wy? ? 
Exert a legal tyranny, 
And do an ill, becauſe you may ? 
Still muſt I thee, as atheiſts heav'n adore, . 
Not ſee thy mercy, and yet dread thy pow'r ? 
Still muſt I, &c. 


Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, Time 1s blind : 
Soon muſt thoſe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find : 
The thouſand loves, that arm thy potent eve, 


Muſt drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. 


The tncuſand, &c. 


Then wilt thou ſigh. when in each frown 
A hateſul wrini:le more appears ; 
And putting peeviſn RUMAUTs on, 
Scems! Hh the ſad effect of years. 
Kindneſs 3 itſel f too weak a charm will prove, 
10 raiſe the feebie fires of aged love. 


"pI. 1 3 © 
Kindneſs, &c. 
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Forc'd compliments, and formal bows, 
Will ſhew thee juſt above neglect : 
The heat with which thy lover glows, 
Will ſettle into cold reſpect; 
A talking dull Platonick I ſhall turn; 
Learn to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 
A talking, &c. 


Then ſhun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindneſs and conſtancy will prove 
T he only pillars fit to bear 
So vaſt a weight, as that of love. 
If thou canſt wiſh to make my flames endure, 
Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. ? 
If thou canſt, &c. 


Haſte, Celia, haſte, while youth invites, 
Obey kind Cupid's preſent voice ; 
Fill ev'ry ſenſe with ſoft delights, 
And give thy ſoul a looſe to joys : 
Let millions of repeated bliſſes prove, 
That thou all kindneſs art, and 1 all love. 
Let millions, &c. 5 


Be mine, and only mine; take care 
Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
To me alone; nor come ſo far, 

As liking any youth beſide: | 
What men e'er court thee, fly *em, and believe 
They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 

What men, Kc. | 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 
I'II love it o'er again in age: 
So time itſelf our raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to joy, and live to love. 
So time, &c. on | 


Song 
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Song XCI. Why is your faithful ſlave, &c. 
He. Hen once the marriage knot is ty'd, 
The beſt way's to live ſatisfy d, 
All jangling is in vain: 
For when we have done all we can, 
We are but juſt where we began, 
And ſtill muſt drag our chain. 


She. But when you're ſotting night and day, 
And laviſhing health and wealth away, 
Who can her tongue refrain ? 
He. That makes the matter {till the worſe, 
For then I do but drub and curſe, 
And add more to your pain. 


She. True 'tis, I ſuffer every way, 
Am ſlav'd, and beaten, night and day, 
Vou know it to your ſhame. 
He. No more, my Juggy, let's be friends, 
At night I'll make you full amends, 
With what I dare not name. 


Sorg XCIL. As Celia near a fountain lay. 


Hen yielding firft to Damon's flame, 
I ſunk into his arms; 
He twore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my chams. 


But, fond of what he long deſir'd, 
Too eager of his prey, 

My ſhepherd's flame, alas, expii'd. 
Betore the verge of day. 


Vor. I. POD. P XIy 
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My innocence of lovers wars 
Reproach'd his quick defeat; 
Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in tears, 

EK | uin 4 his cold retreat, 


At length, ah, ſnepherdeſs, cry'd he, 
Would you my fire renew, 
You muſt, alas, retreat like me; 
I'm loſt if you purſue. 


— 
— EITIDED 
— 
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Song XCIII. When firſt T laid ſiege, &c. 
JT Hen firſt I laid ſiege to my Chloris, 
| Cannon-oaths I brought down, 
| To batter the town, 
And I ſtorm'd her with amorous ſtories. 


Billet-doux like ſmall-ſhot did ſo ply her, 
And ſometimes a ſong 
Went whiſtling along, 

But ſtill I was never the nigher. 


At length ſhe ſent word by a trumpet, - 
If 1 lik'd that life, 
She would be my wite, 

But ſhe would be no man's ſtrumpet. 
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I told her, that Mars would not marry, 
And ſwore by my ſcars 
Got in combats and wars, 

That I'd ſooner dig ſtones in a quarry. 


At length ſhe granted the favour, 
Without the dull curſe, 
For better, for worſe, 

And fav'd the dull parſon the labour. 
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— — XCIV. How tormenting*s the anguiſh. 


O W tormenting's the anguiſh, 
When the fair pine and anguiſh, 
And too ſoon their indulgence diſcover ! 
Tf the nymph 1s complying, 
The ſwain ceaſes dying, 
And the warmth of his paſſion is over. 


The beſt way to charm him, 
Is with fears to alarm him, 
To keep him in awe, and at diſtance ; 
By making him jealous, 
She makes him more zealous, | 
And ſecures him her ſlave by reſiſtance. 


Song XCV. Waft me, ſome foft and cooling breeze. 


Air, and ſoft, and gay, and young, 
All charm ! ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhe ſung, 
't'here was no way to ſcape the dart, 
No care could guard the lover's heart, 
Ah why, cry'd I, and dropt a tear, 
(Adoring, yet deſpairing here 
To have her to my ſelf alone) 


Was ſo much ſweetneſs made for one ? 


But growing bolder, in her ear 
in ſoft numbers toid my care; 

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My joys could be but known by guels : 
Ah fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 


'Fo wiſh her made for more than one ! 


P:2 But 
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But long T had not been in view 


Before her eyes their beams withdrew, 


Song XCVI. Leave kindred and friends, &c. 


E'er I had reckon'd half her charms, 
She ſunk into another's arms. | 
But ſhe that once could faithieſs be 
Will favour him no more than me; 
Ile too will find himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 


Eave kindred and friends, ſweet lady, 
Leave kindred and friends for me ; 
Aſſur'd your ſervant is ſteady | 
To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 
May fly by chance, as they came, 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 
But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Although my fancy were roving, 
Your charms ſo heav'nly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhould life's ſorrows embitter 
The pleaſure we promiſe our loves, 
To ſhare them together 15 fitter 
Than moaning aſunder, like doves. 


Oh were ] but once ſo bleſſed, 
To claſp the fair in my arms, 
By thee to be claſped and kiſſed, 
And live on thy heaven of charms ! 


I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 


Should fortune capricious prove, 


Though death ſhould tear me to pieces, 


I'd die a martyr to love. 
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Song XCVII. Love and Folly. 


F OVE and Polly were at play. 
Both too wanton to be wile ; 


_'They fell out, and in their fray, 


Folly put out Cupid's eyes. 


Strait the criminal was try'd, 
And had this puniſhment aſſign'd, 


Folly ſhould to love be ty'd, 


And coudemn'd to lead the blind. 


Then wiſely let's venture, 
Ourſelves to deceive, 
Since fate has decreed us 
To love, and believe. 


For all we can gain 
By our wiſdom and eyes, 
Is to find ourſelves cheated, 
And wretched when wile. 


Song XCVIII. Draw, Cupid, draw. 


TE AR, Chloe, hear, 
And do not turn away 
From my deſire, but quench my fire, 
And my love's flame allay: 


And let my ſong go along, 


Unto compaſſion move, 
And make you kind, 
And bend your mind, 

And melt you into love. 


If 
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If Chloe loves, and conſtant proves, 
Oh happy, happy, then am I! 
But if that ſhe uncenſtant be, 


And does 0 light io rove, 


As fare as à gun, 
I atm undone, 
And an hesse power to move. 


Song XCIX. Hci cruel is a parent's love. 


OW cruel is = pareni's care, 
Who riches only prizes, 
When finding out fome booby-heir, 
Be thinks he wond'rous wiſe is! 
While the poor maid, to ſhun her fate, 
Ard not to prove a wretch in ſtate, 
Jo *icape the blockhead ſhe muſt hate, 
She weds where ſhe deſpiſes. 


The harmieſs dove thus trembling flies, 
The rav'nous hawk purſuing, 

A while her tender pinions tries, 
Till doom'd to certain ruin: 

Afraid her worſt of foes to meet, 

No ſhelter near, no kind retreat, 

She drop< beneath the faulkner's feet, 
For gentler uſage ſuing. 


dong 


Songs and Ballads, 119 


Song C. Four and twenty lers 


OUR and twenty fidlers all in a row, 


And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle fiddle, 
*Cauſe twas my lady's birth day, 
Therefore we kept holiday, 

And all went to be merry. 


Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
And there was tantara rara, tan tantara rara, rara, 
rara, ra; and there was rub, c. 


Four and twenty tabors and pipers all in a row, 
And there was whit and dub, 
And tan tarra, rara, &c. 


Four and twenty women all in a row, 
And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle prattie, 
And whif and dub, &c. | 


Four and twenty ſinging maſters all in a row, 
And there was fa, la, la, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la. 
And there was tittle, &c. 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a row, _ 
And this, and that, and down to the legs clap, Sir, 
And cut 'em off, and fa, la, &c. 


Four and twenty Jawyers all in a row, 
And there was Omne quod exit in um, damno ſed, 
Plus damno decorum; and there was this and that, &c. 


Four and twenty vintners all in a row, 
And there was rare claret and white, 


I neer drank worſe in my lite, 
And excellent good canary, 
Drawn off the lees of ſherry, 


If you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. 


Four and twenty partament-men all in 2 row, 
And there was loyaity and reaion, 

Without one word of treaten, 

And there was rare claret, &c. 


Four 
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Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, | 
And there was Alter malter vantor dyken ſhapen kopen 
de hogue van rottyck vantonfiick de brille van boorſtyk 
van foerſtyck,and ſourtrag van hogan herien-van-donck 
Rare claret and white, &c. 
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Song CI. Lind what's come to my mother 


ORD! what's come to my mother, 
That ev'ry day more than other, 
My «rue age ſhe would ſmother, 

And fays I'm not in my teens? 

Tho' my ſampler I have ſewn through, 
My bib and my apron outgrown too, 
My baby quite away thrown too; 

I wonder what *'tis ſhe means! 
When our John does ſqueeze my hand, 
And call me, Sugar-{weet, 

My breath almoſt fails me, 
I know not what ails me, 

My heart does ſo heave and ſo beat. 

I've heard of deſtres, 
Ss From girls that have been juſt of my years, 
: Love compar'd to ſweet-briars, 
That hurts, and yet does pleaſe. 
Is love finer than money ? 
Or can it be ſweeter than honey? 
I'm, poor girl, ſuch a Toney ? 
I'faich I cannot gueſs. 
But I'm ſure I'll watch more near, 
There's ſomething that truth will ſhow 3 
For if love be a bleſſing, | 
To pieaſe beyond kifling, 
Our Jane and the butler do know. 


Song 
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She. 


He. 


She. 
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Song CII. The Weſtern Laſs. 


HAT. beauty do I ſee, 
That heart and foul command ? 
Sweet madam, honour me, 


With leave to kiſs your hand. 


Oh good! a man, I ſwear ! 
And begs my hand to kiſs! 

Methinks Pam pleas'd to hear 
He does not call me mils. 


Your eyes, ſweet lady, ſhine fo bright, 
And I'm ſo wounded at firſt fight, 
My heart does throb, 
I figh and ſob, 
And am like one juſt ſlain, 
Unleſs you pity ſhow, _ 
And life reſtore again. 


Nay, pray Sir, good Sir, go, 


I know not what you mean; 


He. 


Vor, I. 2. She. 


You may talk of a wound 

By my eyes you have found ; 

But I cannot believe 

Any hurt they can give; 

For I look in your face, 

And it is as it was, 

And your body is ſound and whole. 


Loves wounds are all within, 
Whoſe pangs the breaſt controul, 
Like lightning paſs the skin, 
And blaſt the very ſoul. 
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She. Why ſure this love, this dreadful] word, 
Is then ſome ſharp and pointed ſword: 
Or is't a ſnake, or 1s't a bird, 
'That will pick out my eyes ? 


He. Go with me, you'll perceive 
In love a treaſure les. 

She. I'll ask my mother leave, 
And follow in a trice. 


He. No, no, not a word, 
J can better afford | 
You the love, if you'll go 
Where your mother don't know ; 
For if ſhe ſhould be croſt, 
All the treaſure is loſt, 
And I conjure for love in vain ; 
The circle you embrace, 
Is where 1t muſt be done. 
She. Oh lard! the devil you'll raiſe, 
But catch me if you can. 


Song ClII. 


HE night her blackeſt ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the skies; 
And glitt'ring ſtars there were no more, 
Than theſe in Stella's eyes: 
When at her father's gate 1 knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 
And ſhrowded only with her ſmock, 
The fair one let me in. 
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Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling lay aſham'd; - 

Her {ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, 
And every touch inflam'd : 
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My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort to win; 

And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd, 
To yield and let me in. 


Then! then ! beyond expreſſing, 
Immortal was the joy; 
I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So great a god was I: 
And ſhe tranſported with delight, 
Oft pray'd me come again; 
And kindly vow'd that very night, 
She'd riſe and let me in. | 


But, oh ! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bern, 
And ſighing ſat and dull; | 

And I that was as much concern'd, | 
Look'd then juſt like a fool: 

Her lovely eyes with tears run o'er, 
Repenting her raſh ſin ; 4 

She ſigh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That &er ſhe let me in. 


IE 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part? 

J lov'd her ſo, I cou'd not leave 
The charmer of my heart : 

But wedded, and conceal'd the crime, 

_ Thus all was well again; 

And now ſhe thanks the bleſſed hour. 
'That e'er ſhe let me in. 
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Song CIV. Cold and raw, &c. 


HE ſun had loos'd his weary team, 
And turn'd his ſteeds a grazing ; 
Ten fathoms deep in Neptune's ſtream, 
His 'Thetis he was embracing: _ 
The ſtars they tripp'd in the firmament 
Like milk-maids on a May-day ; 
Or country laſſes a mumming ſent, 
Or ſchool- boys on a play day. 


Apace ca me on the grey-ey'd morn, 
The herds in fields were lowing; 

And mongſt the poultry in the barn, 

Ihe ploughman's cock fat crowing : 
When Roger dreaming of golden joys, 
Was wak'd by a bawling rout, Sir ; 

For Ciſley told him he needs muſt riſe, 
His Juggy was crying out, Sir. 


Not half ſo quickly the cups go round, 
At the tapping a good ale firkin, 

As Roger hoſen and ſhoon had found, 
And button'd his leather jerkin: 


Grey mare was {add'd with wond'rous ſpeed, 


With pillion on buttock right, Sir ; 
And thus he to an old midwife rid, 
To bring the poor kid to light, Sir. 


Up. up, dear mother, then Roger cries, 
The fruit of my labour's now come; 

In joggy's belly it ſprawling lies, 
And cannot get out till you come. 

I'll help it, cries the old hag, neter doubt, 
Thy Jug ſhall be well again, boy; 

II get the urchin as ſafely out, 

As ever it did get in, boy. 


The 


The 
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The mare now buſtles with all her feet, 
No whipping or ſpurs were wanting; 

At laſt into the good houſe they get, 
And mey ſoon cry'd the bantling : 

A female chit ſo ſmall was born, 

They put it into a flagon ; 

And muſt be chriſten'd that very morn, 

For fear it ſhould die a Pagan. 


Now Roger ſtruts about the hall, 


As great as the prince of Conde. 


The midwife cries, her parts are ſmall, 


But they will grow larger one day : 

What tho' her thighs and legs lie cloſe, 
And little as any ſpider ; 

They will when up to her teens ſhe grows, 
By grace of the Lord lie wider. 


And now the merry {p1C'd bowls went round, 

The goflips were void of ſhame too; 

In butter'd ale the prieſt half drown'd, 
Demands the infant's name too : 

Some call'd it Phill, ſome Florida, 

But Kate was allow'd the beſt hint; 

For ſhe would have it Cunicula, 
Cauſe there was a pretty jeſt in't. 


Thus Cunny of Wincheſter was known, 
And famous in Kent and Dover; 

And highly rated in London town, 
And courted the kingdom over: 

The charms of Cunny by fea and land, 
Subdue each human creature; | 


And will our ſtubborn hearts command, 


Whilſt there is a man in nature. 
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Song CV. Gillian of ard men 


Ame loudly thro? Europe paſſes, 
And ſounds of many a wound and praiſe, 
Once more then Croydon laſſes 
Were met to ſettle the foreign news : 
The ſame that the health began, 
In maſter Willy's late reign, 


Brown Nelly, black Joan, and Gillian of 888 
Gillian, young Gillian, plump Gillian, bold Gillian of 


Croydon; fill a new glaſs cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Here's to our new miſtreſs Nan. 


What ails this mad Bavary ? 
Cries Nell, old Nick's in that beaten duke, 
For playing a ſtrange vagary, 
For which he lately had found rebuke; 
And they'll ferret him in the ban, 
Let the biſhop relieve if he can: 
A brace of falſe loons, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jolly Gillian cf 
Croydon; let em be damn'd, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Fill round to our miſtreſs Nan. 


Nell dreſs'd as ſprunt as a daizy, 
Cry'd, what a plague ails our King of Spain, 
That, getting ground, he's ſo lazy ? 
And what's become of brave prince Eugene, 
Who the marſhal (you know) did trapan, 
And {napt like a frog by a ſwan ? 
Twill ne'er be forgot, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
{3illian of Croydon, Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Gillian of 


Croydon; take off your glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
A bumper to miſtreſs Nan. 


* 
Dutch 
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Dutch hums our health may wiſh too, 
We fav'd their herrings with pain and toil ; 
For had we not cook'd their fiſh ſo, 
Their butter all had been turn'd to oil; 
I'll pawn all the things in my room, 
To welcome the general home, 

| And I my beſt ſmocks, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 

| Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, frolick Gillian 

| Of Croydon; but the mean time, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 

Put round to our miſtreſs Nan. 
W Proud Lewis, for all his incomes, 
Says Nell, now finds that his hands are full, 
The old queen too has got the crincums, 
And her advices now prove her dull; 

Then hey for the ſquabble in Spain, 
N When both the boys meet on the plain: 
Fight dog, and fight bear, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
| Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, ſtout Gillian, ſhrew'd Gillian 
Of Croydon; brim it then round, cry d Gillian of Croydon, 
Long lite to our miſtreſs Nan. 

lian cf 
'don, 


Thus ſettling of foreign matters, 
They top'd till civil wars broke at home; 
Joan liſping, her liquor ſcatters, 
And Nelly hiccuping calls her mome, 
Then told her of Robin and John, 
Till ſtrait the quoif- -tearing began ; 
Yare two drunken jades, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, fly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of 
Croydon ; but to make friends, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Once more to our miſtreſs Nan. 
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Song CVI. 
OY to the bridegroom, fill the sky 


With pleaſing ſounds of welcome joy 


oy to the bride, may laſting bliſs, 
And every day ſtill prove like this. 
Joy to the, &c. 


Never were marriage joys divine, 

But where two conſtant hearts combine : 

He that proves falſe, himſelf doth cheat, 

Like fick men taſtes, but cannot eat. 
He that, &c. 


What 1s a maidenhead ? ah, what ? 
Of which weak fools ſo often prate ? 
Tis the young virgin's pride and boaſt, 


Vet never was found but when 'twas loſt. 


"Tis the, &c. 


Fill me a glaſs then to the brink, 

And its confuſion here Þ'l] drink; 

And he that baulks the health I nam'd, 

May he dic young, and then be d 
And he that, &c. 


Son 


— 


Songs and Ballads, 


LO Won, ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief ; 

Your ſolemn muſick lulls my pains, 
And gives me ſhort relief. 


IT. 
| In ſome lone corner would I fit, | 
Retir'd from human kind ; 


Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can pleaſe my anxious mind. 


III. 


The ſun, which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes ; 

And in dark ſhades I ſpend the day, 
Where Echo ſleeping lies. 

IV. 

The ſparkling ſtars, which gayly ſhine, 
And glitt'ring deck the night, 

Are all ſuch cruel fees of mine, 
J ſicken at their fight. 


Vol. I R 


Song CVII. The Solitary Lover, 
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Song 
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Song CVIII. The Complaint. 


Y fate has undone me in choice of my fair; 

I know not which rules me, my love or deſpair ; 
Ten thouſand ſuggeſtions crowd into my mind, 
And tell me my fair one will never be kind. 


II. 


Had ſhe but leſs beauty, her pride might abate; 
One kills me with raptures, the other with hate; 
When frowning ſhe puſhes me gently away, 
Her charms have ſuch pow'r, they bid me to ſtay. 


III. 


| T ſue for her love in a ſoft tender ſtrain, 

| She hears me with ſmiles, but replies with diſdain ; 
Had Phoebus purſu'd her, the god would have found 
His Daphne mare gentle to have curd his wound. 


IV. 


'The groves and the meadows have heard me complain; 
And Echo returned my fad ſighs again; 

'The birds have left ſinging, and liſten'd to hear 

The ſighs I have utter'd for the cruel fair. 


V 


When by the brook's ſide J have ſet my ſelf down, ; 
They've ceaſed their murmurs to hear my ſad moan 7 
In filence they've glided along, left their hake 2 
Shou'd add to my ſorrows, and trouble my breaſt, 4 

VI. } 
Tho thus with my torments I can't her breaſt move, 
Yet bleſs her, ye powers, and teach her to love; 


No fair one ſhall e er move my heart to deſire, 
But V11 like the Phoenix with one flame expire. 


Song 


2 


Songs and Ballads. 


Song CIX. The Lover's Plea. 


Lame me not, Celia, if I ſhun charms, 
Form'd too bright for mortal view 3 
ince gazing on thee I'm undone, 
Such 1s the power felt from you, 


II. 


If objects can the eye invite, 
And in the ſoul ideas grave; 
Who can behold thee with delight, 
And not confeſs himſelf thy ſlave? 


III. 


Love's ſubtle darts thro' the eyes ſteal, 
On ſome we can with freedom gaze ; 
Tell melting tales what lovers feel, 
Yet not one ſoft deſire raiſe : 


IV. 


But you have double chains to bind, 

And hy that pow'r rev'rence draw; 

A beaut'ous form with virtue join'd, 
Then who dare look without an awe ? 


V. 


The wretch that durſt preſume to try 

The ſtrength of Phœbus' beams, will find 
He cannot gaze at majeſty, 

Without the fear of. being blind. 


VI. 
Thus conſcious of my humble flame, 
At diſtance I your charms admire ; 


Leſt, by too near approach, you blame 
A paſſion you did firſt inſpire. 
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Song CX. 


Eauty and Love at variance grown, 
Had once a high debate; 

Says Love, in heav'n to rule I'm known, 
On Venus thou to wait ; 

Thou muſt of all command deſpair, 
But what's deriv'd from me, 

Nor art thou longer ſweet or fair, 
Than I acknowledge thee. 


| II. 

Miſtaken urchin ! Beauty cries, 
I know that thou art blind, 

But men have penetrating eyes, 
My qualities to find ; 

All, all thy wond'rous charms, they know, 
I only can diſpenſe, 

Thy boaſted quiver and thy bow 

Are my benevolence. 


III. 


Away incens'd then Cupid flew, 
And thus to Vulcan pray'd: 

My darts with fickleneſs endue, 
To puniſh this proud maid ; 

So Beauty from that time has been 
Careſs d but for an hour; 

To doat a day, is now a fin 
To Love's diviner pow'r. 


Sons 
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Song CXI. Made Exlempore, occaſioned by a 


FI. FOO. out of a Glaſs of Ale. 


} U SY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Cou'dſt thou fip and ſip it up; 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 
Life is ſhort, &c. 


II. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſten quick to their decline; 

Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 

Tho' augmented to threeſcore: 
Threeſcore ſummers when they're 1 
Will appear as ſhort as one, 

Will appear, & c. 


Song 
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Song CXII. 


a bank befide a willow, 
Heaven her cov'ring, earth her pillow, 
Sad Aminta ſigh'd alone; : 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan; 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vanmiſh'd, | 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone! 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover : 
Oh! fo true, ſo kind was he 

Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his ev'ry feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me: 
Melting kiſſes, 
Murm'ring bliſſes, 
Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying 
All the joys he drain'd before : 
Tobefriend me, 
Death, come end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 


ongfi 


Song CXIII. If Love's a fweet Paſſion. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 
It a poiſon, oh! tell me, whence comes my content ? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain? 


Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know 'tis in vain ? 


Yet fo charming the glaſs is, fo _ is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my heart. 


I take it off briskly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly complexion I make my joy known: 

But oh! how I'm bleit! when fo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of Love! 
When in quency the old, I create a new flame, 

And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures that ſtill want a name. 


Song CXIV. 


S after noon one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
Cup.d a ſhooting went that way, 
New ſtrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 


With skill ſhe choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 

With all his might his bow he drew, 

Switt to his beauteous parent's heart, 
The too well guided arrow flew. _ 


J faint, I die, the goddeſs cried, 
O cruel! couldit thou find none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? Parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy mother. 
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Poor Cupid ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak, 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy my miſtake! 
took you for your likeneſs, Chloe. 


Song CXV. The Sun was funk. - 


A LAS! when charming Sylvia's gone, 
| I ſigh, and think myſelf undone ; 
But when the lovely nymph is here, 

I'm pleas'd, yet grieve; and hope, yet fear. 
Thoughtleſs of all but her, I rove; 
Ah! tell me, is not this calPd love? 


Ah me! what pow'r can move me ſo? 


I die with grief when ſhe muſt go, 
But I revive at her return ; 

I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, ſo new, 


Say, can they be to friendſhip due ? 


Ah, no! *tis love, tis now too plain, 

I feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; 

For who e' er ſaw bright Sylvia's eyes, 

But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize? 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſt, 

O let her be by me poſleſt ! 


Song, 
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Song CXVI. 


E that will not merry, merry be. 


ay he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt: 
Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here ; 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year? 


He that will not . merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he b' oblig' Fi to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny in his purſe: 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, mer 
With a comp'ny of 1 gs 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wite, 
To confound him with her noile : 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtrefs in his bed; 
Let him be bury'd in the church yard, 

And me be put in his ſtead: 


Let him be merry, merry there, 


And we'll be merry, merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year ? 
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Song CX VII. 


HIL ST I gaze on Chloe, trembling, 

Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles, I fear diſſembling; 

When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 

If a wand'rmg look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 

But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? 
I will diſcloſe my inclination, 
Awful diſtance yields no cure. 
Sure it is not in her nature 
To be cruel to her ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


Happy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat, 
Never mounts to raging paſſion; 
Love's a torment, if too great. 
When the ſtorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows ; 
But a conſtant, faithful lover, 


Seldom meets with true repoſe. 


ka 
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Song CX VIIL. 


EE, my Seraphina comes ! 
Adorn 'd with ev'ry grace; 4 
Look, gods, from your celeſtial domes, 9 

And view her charming face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee, if you can find a 
In all your ſacred proves, i 

A nymph or goddeſs ſo divine, «| 
As ſhe whom Strephon loves. = 


Song CXIX. 


E' LL drink, and we'll never have done, boys, 
Put the olaſs then around with ng ſun, boys; 
2 Apollo's example invite us, 
For he's drunk ev'ry night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 
Far he's able next morning to light us. 
Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk, and the Perfian ; ; 
et Mahometan fools 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 
And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee ; 
While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink healths to the King, 
And a fig for their Sultan and Sophy. 


e 
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Song CXX. 


H! the charming month of May, 
When the breezes 
| Fan the trees, is 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay ! 
Oh! the charming month of May! 
Charming, charming month of May 


Oh! what joys our proſpects yield, 
When in new liv'ry 
We lee every 
Buſh and meadow, tree and field ! 
Oh! what joys, &c. charming joys, &c. 


Oh! how freſh the morning air, 
When the zephyrs 
And the heifers 
Their odorif'rous breath compare 
Oh! how freſh, &c. charming freſh, &c. 


Oh! how ſweet at night to dream 
On moſſy pillows, 
Zy the trillows 
Of a gentle purling ſtream ! 
Oh! how ſweet, &c. charming ROD &C. 


Ok! how kind the country laſs, 
Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking _ 

For a green gown on the graſs ! 


Oh! how kind, Ke, charming kind, Kc. 


ob 
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Oh ! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 

At the concluſion, 

Her deep confuſton, 
Bluſhing cheeks, and down- caſt eye! 
Oh! how ſweet, &c. charming ſweet, &c, 


Oh! the chirming curds and cream, 

When all is over, 

She gives her lover, 
Who on the skimming-diſh carves her name! 
Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. 


Song CXXI. Mad Tom, 


IN my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 
1 J range around the world : 

Tis I mad Tom drive all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come. 
Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me, 

Your ſovereign lord, mad Tom. 


1 l 


What tho' the ſceptre that I bear 
Is all but dream and air, 
I've the pleaſure of crowas 
Without the care. 


And though I give law 
From beds of ſtraw, 
And dreſt in a tatter'd robe, 
'The madman can be 
| More a monarch than he 
That commands the vaſlal globe. 


Song 
Oh. 
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Song CXXII. 


LL range around the ſhady bowers, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers: 
'1] ſtrip the garden and the grove, 


To make a garland for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 


My thirſty nymph does panting lay, 
Fil haſten to a fountain's brink, 


And drain the floods, but ſhe ſhall drink. 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy bed I'll make my love; 


And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 


'That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lies, 


Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes; 


But gazing ſtill with fond delight, 
Pl watch my charmer all the night. 


And then, as ſoon as chearful day, 
Diſpels the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'Il repair, 

To find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight ; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 

So I can eaſe for her procure. 


But if the maid whom thus I love, 
Should &er unkind and faithleis prove ; 
PI] ſeek ſome diſmal, diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


Song 
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Song CXXIII. 


S Amoret and Phillis ſat 
One evining on the plain, 
And ſaw the charming Strephon wait, 
To tell the nymph his pain; 
The threat ning danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her ear, 
Ah! Phillis! if you would not love 
This ſhepherd, do not hear. 


None ever had ſo ſtrange an art, 

His paſhon to convey 
Into a liſt'ning virgin's heart, 

And ſteal her ſoul away. | 
Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 
 Occafion for your fate. 

In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 

Alas ! *tis now too late. 


Song CX. XIV. De'il take the Wars, 


EHOLD, I fly on wings of ſoft deſire, 
Whilſt gentle zephyrs waft me on; 
ager as When a bridegroom, all on fire, 
Longs from the company to be gone : 
She bluſhing, flies the pleaſure, 
He ruſhing, graſps his treaſure, 
Till with mutual tenderneſs each other they warm, 
Since Phœbe's my guide, 
And love does preſide, e 
Each monarch, tho great, 
Would envy my ſtate, | 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has the power to charm. 


— —— — 
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j Song CXXV. Anſwer to Colliu's complaint, 


| \| age, go. 
| il E winds, to whom Collin complains 

1 In ditties ſo ſad and ſo ſweet, 

1 Believe me, the ſhepherd but feigns 

1 He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit. 

| No charmer like Collin can move, 

7 | And this is fome pretty new art : 

1 Ah! Collin's a juggler in love, 

| | | And likes to play tricks with my heart; 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful, and alter his face, 
Can tremble, and breathe ont his tale ; 
Ah! Collin has every pace. 
The willow my rover prefers 
To the breaſt where he once begg'd to lie; 
And the ſtreams that he ſwells with his tears, 
Are rivals belov'd more than I. | 


His head my fond boſom would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon bear him to reſt; 
Let the ſwain that is ſlighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeft. 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair ; 
For Collin but dies in his lines, | 
And gives. himſelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame ? 
But Collin makes paſſion his ſport; 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
My voice of no muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my perſon of anght that is fine ; 
But Collin may find to his coſt, 
A face that is fairer than mine. 
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Ah! then J will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep; 
And die in the much favour'd brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep. 
Then mourn the fad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets fo ſmooth and divine. 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſick as thine. 


Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, 
The heart's-eaſe, the lilly, and pink, 
Let thy fingers a garland compoleg 
And crown'd by the rivulet's brink, 
How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear, 
How much my fond ſoul did admire 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
Tho' deck'd in thy rural attire ! 


Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That all your ſmall ſubjects obey'd ; 

And ſtill you reign'd king ofthis heart, 
Whole paſſion you falſely upbraid, 

How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me; 

And how well I could live in a ſhed, 

Tho! adorned with nothing but thee ! 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Tho' never ſo fine and ſo gay? 

I freely would leave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt, and a bed of new hay. 

Then, Collin, return once - 
Again make me happy in love; 

Let me find thee a faithful, true ſwain, 

And as conſtant a nymph I will prove. 


1! Vor, I. „ Song 
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I Song CXXVI. 
| HO! cruel you ſeem to my pain, 

9 | And hate me becauſe I am true 
| i Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, | 


. | Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Ll Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 
To me what a heaven 'twould be! 


||| To him but a woman you ſeem, ; 
LE But ah! you're an angel to me! : 
9 Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 1 
1 To them J for ever could grow, 3 
4 Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 1 
4 Which he ſpans, as beſide him you go. 5 
bi. 'That arm, like a lilly ſo white, : 
1 Which over his fhoulders you lay, ; 
Bi.) My boſom could warm it all night. 
i My lips they could preſs it all day. 
5 | | 
14 Were I like a monarch to reign, 
; Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
1 I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
1.8 | | To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
# But if I muſt feel your diſdain, 
i If tears cannot cruelty drown, 


9 Oh! let me not live in this pain, 
b But give me my death in a frown, 


ong! 


Wb tion $25 N FN . 
A DFP 


e 2 Ke £, 08 6 


Songs and Ballads. 147 


Song CXXVII. 


[OC KV and Jenny together were laid, 
l] Jocky was happy, and ſo was the maid : 

e often did ſigh and cry, Jenny, with thee 
My life, tho' in bondage, would ſeem to be free. 
Jenny, who greatly for Jocky did burn, 
Would ſigh to his figh, and kind language return: 
There's no pair ſo happy, ſo much of one mind, 
As Jocky to Jenny, ſo Jenny's inelin'd. 


Content with each other, in humble retreat, 

They court not new beauties, nor envy the great: 
He'll not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit her ſwain, 
For pleaſures yet thought of, or riches to gain. 
Come, all you gay Courtiers, who greatneſs admire, 

And ſhine in gilt coaches, with pompous attire, 

Regard the true pleaſure this couple enjoy, 

For pleaſures with Jocky and Jenny ne'er cloy. 


While you quit your Sylvia for Chloe's bright eyes, 
Aminta purſue, you fair Chloe deſpiſe; _ 
When one nymph's undone, you another undo, 

And rambling, the fair does the ſame thing by you : 
Till nature grown weary, decrepit, and poor, 

Not aged, but quite has exhauſted her ſtore, 

'Tis Jocky and Jenny enjoy the true taſte ; 

Be conſtant like them, and your pleaſures will laſt. 


T8 Song 
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Song CXXVIII. Chevy-Chace. 


\ OD proſper long our noble King, 
Our lives and ſafeties all, 
A woful hunting once there did, 
In Chevy-Chace befall. 


To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
Earl Piercy took his way : 

The child may rue that is unborn, 
The hunting of that —_— 


'The ſtout earl of Northumberland, | 
A vow to God did make, | 

His pleaſure in the Scottiſh woods 
Three ſummers. days to take, 


The chiefeſt harts in Chevy-Chace 
To kill and bear away. 

The tidings to earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay, 


Who ſent earl Piercy preſent word, 


He would prevent his ſport. 
The Engliſh earl not fearing this, 
Did tO the wood reſort, | 


With fifteen hundred bow-men bold, 

All choſen men of might; 

Who knew full well in time of need 
T 0 aim their ſhafts aright. 


The gallant grey-hounds ſwiftly ran, 
To chace the fallow-deer ; 
On Monday they began to hunt, 
When day-light did appear: 


Songs and Ballads. | 
And long before high-noon they had, 1 


| A hundred fat bucks ſlain ; 5 
Then having din'd, the drover went = 
To rouſe them up again: _ |: 


The bow-men muſter'd on the hills, | 
Well able to endure ; ö 
Their backſides all with ſpecial care [$ 
That day was guarded ſure: : 


The hounds ran ſwiftly thro! the woods, 
'The nimble deer to take ; 

And with their cries the hills and dales 

An eccho ſhrill did make. 


Lord Piercy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deer, 

Quoth he, earl Douglas promiſed 
This day to meet me here : 


If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I itay ; 

With that a brave young gentleman 
Thus to the earl did {ay : 


Lo, yonder doth ear! Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright ; 

Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpears, 
All marching in our dight; 


All men of pleaſant Tividale, 
Faſt by the river Tweed. 

Then ceaſe your ſport, earl Piercy ſaid, 
And take your bows with ſpeed, 


And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance ; 

For never was there champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 
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That ever did on horſe-back come, 
But ſince my hap it were, 

I durſt encounter man for man, 
With him to break a ſpear. 


Earl Douglas on a milk-white ſteed, 


Moſt like a baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the company, 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold: 


Shew me (ſaid he) whoſe men you be, 
Who hunt ſo boldly here; 


And kill my fallow deer. 


The man that firſt did anſwer make, 


Was noble Piercy, he; 
Who ſaid we liſt not to declare, 
Nor ſhew whoſe men we be; 


Vet we will ſpend our deareſt blood, 
Thy chiefeſt harts to ſlay ; 

Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn oath, 
And thus in rage did fay : 


E're thus I will out-braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die; 

J know thee well, an earl thou art, 
Lord Piercy, ſo am 1. 


But truſt me, Piercy, pity it were. 
And great offence, to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs men, 
For they have done no ill: 


Let thou and I the battle try, 
And ſet our men aſide. 

Accurit be he, Lord Piercy ſaid. 
By whom it is deny'd, 
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Then ſtep'd a gallant ſquire forth, 
Witherington was his name; 
Who ſaid, } would not have it told 


To Henry our King, for ſhame, 


That e er my captain fought on foot, 
And I ſtood looking on: 
You be two earls, aid Witherington, 
And I a'{quire alone, 


III do the beſt that do I may, 
While I have power to ſtand; | 

While I have power to wield my ſword, 
Pl fight with heart and hand. 


Our Engliſh archers bent their bows, 
Their hearts were good and true 

At the firſt flight of arrows ſent, 

Full threeſcore >cots they flew : 


To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
Earl Douglas had the bent: 

A captain mov'd with mickle pride, 
The ſpears to ſhivers ſent: 


They clos'd full faſt on every fide, 

No flackneſs there was found; 
And many a gallant gent eman 
Lay ga.ping on the ground. 


(O Chriſt ! it was a grief to ſee, 

And likewiſe for to hear, 

The cries of men lying in their gore, 
And icaiter'd here and there.) 


At laſt theſe two ſtout earls did meet, 
Like captains of great might; 

Like lions mov'd, they laid on load, 
And made a cruel fight: 
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They fought until they both did ſweat, 
With iwords of temper'd ſteel, 
Until the blood like drops of rain, 
They trickling down did fall. 


Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid, 

In faith J will thee bring, 

Where thou ſhalt high advanced be, 
By James our Scottiſh King : 


Thy ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 

'Thou art the moſt courageous knight, 
That ever I did ſee. 


To Douglas, quoth earl Piercy then, 
Thy proffer I do ſcorn ; 


I will not yield to any Scot 


That ever yet was born. 


With that there came an arrow keen 
Out of an Engliſk bow; . 
Which ſtruck earl Douglas to the heart, 
A deep and deadly blow. 


Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 
Fight on my merry men all; 
For why ? my life is at an end, 
Lord Piercy ſees my fall. 


Then leaving life, ear! Piercy took 
The dead man by the hand, 

And ſaid, earl Douglas, for thy lite 
Would I had loſt my land. 


O Chriſt! my very heart doth bleed 
With ſorrow for thy ſake ; 

For, ſure, a more renowned knight 

Miſchance did never take. 
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A knight amongſt the Scots there was, j 
Which ſaw earl Douglats die; ö 
Who ſtraight in wrath did vow revenge g 
Upon the eail Piercy : 7 


Sir Hugh Montgom'ry was he call'd, ; 
Who with a ſpear moſt bright, | 
Well mounted on a gallant ſteed, 
Ran hercely thro' the fight: 


And paſs'd the Engliſh archers ail, 
Without all dread or fear ; 

And thro' earl Piercy's body then 
He thruft his hateful ſpear : 


With ſuch a vehement force and might 4 
He did his body gore; Wo 

'The ſpear ran thro' the other ſide, Js. 
A large cloth- yard and more. 


So thus did both thoſe nobles die, 
Whoſe courage none could ſtain : 

An Engliſh archer then perceiv'd 
The noble earl was flain ; 


He had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made of a truſty tree 

An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
Unto the head drew he; 


Againſt Sir Hugh Montgomery, 
So right his ſhaft he ſet; 
'The grey-gooſe wing that was thereon 
In his heart's blood was wet. 


This fight did laſt from break of day 
Till ſetting of the ſun; 
For when they rung the evening-bels 
The battle ſcarce was done. 
Vor. I. | 1 With 
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With the earl Piercy, there was ſlain 
Sir John of Operton, 

Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold baron : 


And with Sir George and good Sir James, 
Both knights of good account, 

Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was ſlain, 
Whoſe proweſs did ſurmount : 


For With'rington needs muſt I wail, 
As one in doleful dumps ; 

For when his legs were {mitten off, 
He fought upon his ſtumps. - 


And with earl Douglaſs, there was ſlain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 

Sir Charles Currel, that from the Haig 
One foot would never fly. 


Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliff too, 
His ſiſter's ſon was he; 

Sir David Lamb ſo well eſteem " 
Yet ſaved could not be. 


And the lord Markwell in like wiſe, 
Did with earl Douglaſs die ; 

Of twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpears, 
Scarce fifty-five did fly. 


Of fifteen hundred Engliſh men, 
Went home but fifty three; 

The reſt were ſlain in Chevy-Chaſe, 
Under the green-wood tree. 


Next day did many widows come 
Their hus bands to bewail; 

They waſh'd their wounds in briniſh tears, 
But all would not prevail. 


Their 


Their 


This news was brought to Edinb'rough, 


Like tidings to King Henry came, 


I truſt J have within my realm 
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Their bodies bath'd in purple blood \ 
They bore with them away; | | Þ 

They kiſsd them dead a thouſand times, 
When they 'were clad in clay. 
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Where Scotland*s King did reign, 
That brave earl Douglas ſuddenly 
Was with an arrow lain. 
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O heavy news! King James did ſay, 
Scotland can witneſs be; | 

J have not any captain more 
Of ſuch account as he. 
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Within as ſhort a ſpace, 
That Piercy of Northumberland 
Was ſlain in Chevy-Chaſe. 


Now God be with him, ſaid our King, 
Sith 'twill no better be; 


Five hundred as good as he. 


Yet ſhall not Scot or Scotland ſay, 
But I will vengeance take ; 
And be revenged on them all, 


For brave lord Piercy's ſake. 


This vow full well the King perform'd, 
After an humble down; 

In one day fifty knights were ſlain, 
With lords of great renown. 


And of the reſt of ſmall account 
Did many hundreds die: 
Thus ends the hunt of Chevy-Chale, 
Made by the carl Piercy. 
2 | God: 
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God fave the King, and bleſs the land, 
In plenty, joy, and peace; 

And grant henceforth that foul debate 
Twixt noblemen may ceaſe. 


Song CXXIX. ho comes there. 


H O comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the conſtable ; 
We'll know what you are. 
What makes you out ſe late? 
Says the midnight magiſtrate, 
With his noddle full of ale, 


| In a wooden chair of ſtate. 


Whence come you, Sir ? 
And whither do ye go? 


You may be a Jeſuit, for aught I know. 


You may as well, Sir, take me 
For a Mahometan, 

He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 
He's a dangerous man. 


To tell you the truth, Sir, 

Jam an honeſt Tory; 
Here's a crown to drink, 

And there's an end of the ſtory. 
Good-morrow, Sir; a civil man 
Is always welcome : 

Go, Barnaby Bounce, 

Light the gentleman home. 


* 


Songs and Ballads — 157 


Song CXXX. Katharine Ogie. 


S I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 


n raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned: 
I caſt my eye, and did eſpy 
A youth, who made great clamour; 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river; 
And mournfally his doleful ſong, 
With ſighs he did deliver: 
Ah! Jenny's face and comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhin'd like lammer, 
With burning rays, have cut my days, 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out-ſhining ; 

Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And made me die with pining : 

Durſt I complain? nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 

Whoſe beauties rate, make me with care, 
Cry, omnia vincit amor. 


Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mournirg; 
Ye fragrant fields, and meadows wide, 

Condemn her for her ſcorning. 


Let every tree a witneſs be, 


How juſtly J may blame her ; 
Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 
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Had ſhe been kind, as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admired : 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
WH' of life now makes me tired. 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 
But, omnia vincit amor. 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
J ran in haſte to fave him; 

But quickly he refign'd his breath, 
So deep the wound love gave him. 

Now for her {ake, this vow I'll make, 
My tongue fhall ay defame her ; 


While on his herſe Il write this verſe, 


Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Straight I confider'd in my mind, 
Upon the matter rightly ; 
And found, tho' Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. _ 
For warlike Mars, nor thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 


Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 


For omnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee the effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under; 

That nothing can his bounds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder: 

Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar, 

His heart's the book, where he's to look, 
For omnia vincit amor. | 
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Song CXXXI. There liv'd long ago. 


Here liv'd long ago in a country place, 
A clever young lad that lov'd a young laſs ; 
She lov'd him again, and (O] wonder to hear!) 
No offers could move her, ſhe lov'd him ſo dear. 


The lord of the village took it in his head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed: 
He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings, 

But ſhe ſlighted his love, and refus d his gay things. 


He told her, he'd make her as fine as a Queen, 

Her gown ſhou'd be filk, and her cap colberteen. 

But ſhe ſaid, linſey-woolſey and bone- ace would ſerve, 
And rather than pleaſe him, ſhe'd venture to ſtarve 


He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 
Or a coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to viſit about. 
She thank'd him, but ſaid ſhe could very well walk. 
And ſhould ſhe have a coach, how the neighbours would talk! 


He faid, for the neighbours, he'd make it his care, 
That none, e'en the parſon on ſundays, ſhould dare 
To find fault with her conduct, or offer to blame 
Her manner of living, or blaſt her good name. 


She told him, in ſhort, he muſt e'en be content, 
For jewels or gold ſhould ne er bribe her conſent: 
Her heart was another's, and ſo ſhould remain, 

And ſhe ſcorn'd to be falſe for the lucre of gain 
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Song CXXXII. If any fo wiſe is. 


F any ſo wiſe is, 
That fack he deſpiſes, 
Let him drink his ſmall beer, and be ſober; 
Whilſt we drink wine and ſing, 
As if it were ſpring, 


He ſhall droop like the trees in October. 


But be ſure, over night 
If this dog do you bite, 
You take it henceforth for a warning; 
Soon as out of your bed, 
To fettle your head, 
Take a hair of his tail in the morning. 


And be not ſo hilly, 

10 follow old Lilly, 

For there's nothing but wine that can tune us. 
Let his ne aſſueſcas, 
Be put in his cap caſe, 

And fing bibito vinum jejunas. 
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Song CXXXIII. Myrtillo, 


N a grafly pillow 
The youthful Myrtilla 
Tranſported was laid; 
In his arms à creature, 
Whoſe every feature, 
For conqueſt made; 
To his ſide he claſpd her, 
And fondly graſp'd her, 
While ſhe cry'd, O dear, 
O dear Myrtillo, 
Had I known your will-o, 
I'd neuer come here, 


Streams gently flowing, 
And zephyrs blowing, 
Ambro breeze, 
A ſwain admiring, 
And all conſpiring 
The charmer to pleaſe : 
The dear nymph complying, 
No more denying, 
A ſilent grove, | 
O bleſt Mynüle E 
You may if you will-o, 
Be as happy as Jove. 


Now, the devil's in it, 

If ſuch a minute, | 
The ſhepherd could 1 

No, no, Myrtillo 

Has better skill- o 

His moments to chuſe. 
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The delightful treaſure 
Of love and pleaſure 
He boldly ſeiz'd ; 
And then Myrtillo 
He had his fill-o 
Of what he pleas'd. 


Song CXXXIV. 


. O friend and to foe, 
| And to all that I know, 
That to marriage- ſtate do prepare; 
Remember your days, 
In their ſeveral ways, 
Are trouble, with ſorrow and care. 


For he that doth look 
In the marry'd man's book, 
And reads but the items all over, 
Shall find them to come 
At length to a ſum, 


Shall empty purſe, pocket, and coſfer. 


In the paſtimes of love, 
When their labour doth prove, 
And the kinchin beginneth to kick ; 

For this and for that, 

And I know not for what, 

The woman muft have, or be fick. 


There's item ſet down 
For a looſe-bodied gown, 
In her longing you muſt not deceive her : 
For a bodkin, a ring, 
1 And the other fine thing, 
| For a cornet, and lace to be braver. 
& Deliver'd 
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Deliver'd, and well, 
Who is it can tell 
But while the child lies at the nipple, 
There's item for wine, 
Meongſt goſſips ſo fine, 
And ſugar to ſweeten their tipple ? 


There's item, I hope, 
For ſtarch, and for ſoap, 
There's item for fire and for candle: 
For better, for worſe, 
| There's item for nurſe, 
'The baby to dreſs and to dandle. 


When ſwaddled in lap, 
There's item for pap, 
And item for pot, pan, and ladle ; 
A coral with bells, 
Which cuſtom compels, 
And item a crown for a cradle. 
With twenty odd knacks, 
Which the little-one lacks, | 
And thus doth thy pleaſure betray thee : 
Yet this 1s the ſport 
In country and court, 


Then let not the charges diſmay thee. 


» i 
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Song CXXXV. 


F all joys we e'er poſtelt 
Love and wine are I the beſt ; 
Sweetly they by turns controul, 
Wine the heart, and love the foul. 
Wealth and power ſtrive in vain, 
Equal happinels to gain; 
Wine ſuperior joy doth prove, 
And in ſober ſeaſons, love. 
Of all joys we eber poſſeſt, 
Love and wine are {ill the beſt. 


Song cXXXVI. A lovely 1. dee. 


Lovely laſs to a Fri riar came, 
A To confeſs in a morning early. | 
n what, my dear, are you to blame? 
Come, own it all ſincerely. 
I've done, Sir, what 1 dare not name, 


With a lad who loves me dearly. 
The greateſt fault in myſelf 1 — 


Is what I now diſcover. 
Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There diſcipline to ſuffer. 
Lack-a-day ! Sir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me fend my lover. 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
We'll bave no double dealing ; 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 
P11 pardon your paſt failing, 
I ͤmuſt own, Sir, though I bluſh for Rome. | 
That your penance is prevailing, 


Song 
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Song CXXXVII. The merchant and the 4 
fidler s wife, 4 


T was a rich merchant man, 
That had both ſhip and all; 
And he would crofs the ſalt ſeas, 
Tho' his cunning it was but ſmall. 


The fidler and his wife, 
They being nigh at hand, 
Would needs go fail along with him, 


From Dover unto Scotland. I | 
The fidler's wife look'd brisk, | j ö 
Which made the werchänt finite ; ; CE 4 
He made no doubt to bring it about, | 0 
The fidler to beguile. 1 


Is this thy wife? the merchant ſaid, | . 

She looks like an honeſt ſpouſe. | | 

Ay, that fhe 1s, the idler aid, = | | 
As ever trod on ſhoes. | 8 


Thy confidence is very great, 
The merchant then did fay, 

If thou a wager dar'ſt to bet, 
PII tell thee what I'll lay: 


T'll lay my hip againſt thy fiddle, 
And all my venture too, 

So Peggy may gang along with : me, 
My cabin for to view, 
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If the continues one hour with me, 
Thy true and conſtant wife, 

Then ſhalt thou have my ſhip, and be 
A merchant all thy life. 
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The fidler was content, 
He danc'd and leap'd for joy 3 


And twang'd his fiddle in merriment, 


For Peggy he thought was coy. 
Then Peggy ſhe went along, . 


Hts cabin for to view ; 


And after her the merchant-man 


Did follow, we found it true. 


When they were once together, 


The fidler was afraid ; 
For he crept near in piteous fear, 
And thus to Peggy he ſaid : 


Hold out, ſweet Peggy, hold out, 
For the ſpace of two half hours; ; 

If thou hold out, I make no doubt, 
But the ſhip and goods are ours. 


In troth, ſweet Robin, I cannot, 


He hath got me about the middle; 


He's luſty and ſtrong, and hath laid me _ 


O Robin, thou'ſt loſt thy fiddle. 
If J have loſt my fiddle, 


Then am I a man undone, 
My fiddle whereon I have often play'd, 
Away I needs muſt run. 


O ſtay, the merchant ſaid, 
And thou ſhalt keep thy place ; 
And thou ſhalt have thy fiddle again, 
But Peggy ſhall carry the caſe, 


Poor Robin hearing that, 
He look'd with a merry-cheer ; 


His wife ſhe was pleas'd, and the merchant was eas d. 


And Jolly and * they were. 
The 
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The fidler he was mad, 

But valu'd it not a fig; 

Then Peggy unto her husband ſaid, 
Kind Robin, play us a jigg. 


Then he took up his fiddle, 
And merrily he did play, 

The Scottiſh jigg, and the hern-pipe, 
And eke the Iriſh hey. 


It was but in vain to grieve, 

The deed it was done and paſt; 
Poor Robin was born to carry the horn, 
For Peggy could not be chaſt. 


Then fidlers all beware, 

Your wives are kind, you ſee ; 
And he that's made for the fidling trade, 
| Muſt never a merchant be. 


For Peggy ſhe knew right well, 
Although ſhe was but a woman, 
That gameſters drink, and fidlers wives, 
They are ever free and common. 


Song 
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Song CXXXVIII. 7 be contented lovers. 


Hepherd Adonis, being weary of his ſport, 
Return'd to the woods where he us'd to reſort ; 
He let fall his crook, and he laid himſelf down, 
He envy'd no monarch, nor he wiſh'd for no crown. 


He drank of the cold brook, eat the fruit of the trees, 
Enjoying himſelf, from all care was he free ; 

He valued no nymph, was ſhe ever ſo fair, 

No pride, no ambition, nor likewiſe no care. 


But as it fell out in one evening ſo clear, 

A charming ſweet voice he chanc'd for to hear ; 

He ſtood like a ſtone, not a foot could he move, 
He knew not what ail'd him, but he fear d it was love. 


The nymph ſhe beheld him with a modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomething appearing, ſhe diſguiſed her face ; 
She diſguiſed her face, and unto him did ſay, 

How now, Mr. Shepherd, how came you this way ? 


The ſhepherd reply'd, and to her he ſaid, 

J ne'er was ſurpriz d at the ſight of a maid ; 
When firſt J beheld thee, from all ſnare I was free, 
But now I am captive, my deareſt, to thee. 


O ſhepherd, O ſhepherd, leave not your free ſtate, 
For love will entangle you in ſorrow that's great, 
And diftra& your brain, that you ne er will have reſt : 
Then incline not to love, for as yet you are bleſt. 


Fair nymph of the wood, and thou charmer of man, 
Thy beauty's ſo great, I can't it withſtand, 

Then pity my caſe, and yield me ſome joy, 

O pity, O pity a wounded young boy. 
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The nymph ſhe reply d, with a languithing look, 
Saying, ſhepherd, alas! my way I miſtook; 

Or yon never had ſeen, nor I known who 2 were, 
For now I do pity, I do I declare, e 


Then ſit thee down by me, O thou beauteous ayingh; 
And let me enjoy thy ſweet perſon, one glimpſe 

Of thy beauty celeſtial, ſo charming and fair, 

Thy beauty indeed is beyond all compare. 


O don't prove my downfal ; why will you, O why? 
Will you let your poor ſhepherd thus languiſhing die? 
Tf you grant me not love, all the world can't me fave, 


Tho L once did it light, yet 'twill bring me to the grave. 


With that poor Adonis let fall ſome few tears, 
His face looked pale, which diſcover'd his cares; 
The nymph looked red, and bluſhing did cry, 

O no, ſweet Adonis, for me thou ſhan't die. 


Then * now your ſhepherdeſe, I'll be no more coy ; 

In love let us live, and each other enjoy; 

In the grove that's ſo pleaſant, under trees that's ſo high, 
In love let us live, and in love let us die. 


This anſwer reviv'd poor A 3 heart, 

His troubles were fled, and he felt no more ſmart. 

The nymph ſhe receiv'd him with looks that were kind, 
And 3 her fair ſhepherd ſhe comfort did find. 


Then ſoftly he took her, and did lay her down, 
The sky was their teſter, their bed was the ground; 
He folded her often in nis lovely arms, 

Her face and her features diſcover'd rare charms ; 
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As charming as Venus was when ſhe was took 
Along with brave Mars, when the gods at them look: 


Yes, this nymph and young ſhepherd moſt beautiful fair, 


Like the light of the ſun-beams ſo charming they were. 


Thus in great enjoyment, from all care and ſtrife, 
This true loving couple lead a charming ſweet life; 
No wars, nor no battles, no rumours they ſee, 


In peace, in great comfort, and in pleaſure they be. 


Amidft the ſweet grove thus pleaſant they live, 
Nothing they want but what heav'n doth them give: 
It is there, it is there, oh! it's there that they keep 
Their quiet, contented, and poor harmleſs ſheep. 


All the day near to fountains and rivers they rove, 
At night they return to their peaceable grove; 
And thus in the day, as well as the night, 


They live in great pleaſure, in joy and delight. 


One ſings with her voice, t'other plays with his flute, 
While one is employ'd, the other ſtands mute; 

They look at each other ſo charming, ſo ſweet, 
Sometimes interpoling their lips they do meet. 


Thus charming, thus lovely they lead a ſweet life, 
So free from all care, and ſo ſafe from all ſtrife ; 
If therefore all of you contentment would find, 
Like this happy couple be loving and kind. 
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Song CXXXVIIL The lady of qual. | 


HE lady of quall, { 

Who, frequenting the mall, f 

Enjoys ev'ry vice in the nation, 
Will favours afford, 

To the rake, and my lord, 

Yet values her dear reputation. 


The coquet and the prude, 
Who bluſh when you're rude, 
Indulge ev'ry kind inclination ; 
They jilt you ſome few, 
Vet have thoſe that will do, 
To defend and maintain reputation. 


The briſk city wife, 

Who all days of her life 
Delights in a kind conſummation, 
Will make her fond ſpouſe, 

With the horns on his brows, 
Stop the gap in her loſt reputation. 


The ſempſtreſs, as fair, 
With a kind careleſs air, 
Gives ear to the lawyer's oration; 
She takes ev'ry night, 
Covent-garden delight, 
Vet unſullied is her reputation. 


The young chamber-maid, 
By the valet betray'd 
{For ſhe's never out of the faſhion :) 
Is brisk as a bee, 
And as innocent ſhe, 
Till a ſwelling o'rewhelms reputation, 
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The actreſſes too, 
(Tis a prodigy new !) 
Who're kind upon any occaſion, 
Have taken of late | 
Such a whim from the great, 
That they value a crack'd reputation. 


But the rake, and the beau, 
And the ſoldier, well know, 
From poetry's kind inſpiration, 
That raptures and fires, - 
And melting deſires, 
Will thaw a hard froze e 


Song XXXIX. To the hundreds of Dunn 


1 Write. 


Oung damſels were formerly won, 
By a pimp's application to mother; 
But the quality ſaving are grown, 
One does the good office for other. 
At ombre, baſſet, and quadrille, 
They care not what money they ſquander: 
Vet, though they diſgorge the old pill, 
I )hey grumble at pay ing the pander. 


wm > 1 N 2 
e 


Songs and Ballads. 173 


4, 
I 
2 
* 
= 
K 
£ 
wi 
8 
x > 
; 


Song CXL. 


Hough envious old age 
Seems 1n part to impair me, 
And makes me the ſport 
Of the wanton and gay; 
Briſk wine ſhall recruit, 
As life's winter does wear me ; 
And ſtill I've a heart 
Io do what I may. 


Then, Venus, beſtow me 
ö Some damſel of beauty; 
7 f Here's Bacchus ſhall give me 
' A cheriſhing glaſs ; 
Silenus, though old, ſhall 
Jo both do his duty; _ 
And now claſp the bottle, | 
And then claſp the laſs. þ 
The laſs, the bottle, [ 
| f 
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'The bottle, the laſs, 
And now claſp the bottle, 
And then claſp the laſs. 


Song CX LI. | 


l HE night was in her ſable ſhrond, 
No ſilver ſtars were ſeen, 
Wrapt in a cold and wintry cloud, 
 ?Midi bleaky ſhowers of rain, 


Unfaithful Edward's treacherous ſtep 
To Suſan's dwelling came; 
Long he pretended to have ſu'd, 
5 And lov'd the gentle dame. 
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His entrance at this fatal hour 
| The innocent allow'd ; : 
| Ungrateful Edward filent mild, FF 

Then kiſs'd her lips, and bow'd. - 


With am'rous toy he firſtobegan, 
Her inowy boſom preſs'd; 

Vow'd, that he lov'd her more than life, 
And begg'd he might be bleſs' d. 


But ſhe, by honour's ſtricteſt rule 
Had trair'd her gentle mind ; 

Is this your love to me, ſhe aid, 
Ungrateful, and unk ind? 


In dreadful rage of hated luſt, 
Her purple blood to fpill, 

He drew his ſword, and ſwore ſhe dyd 
If the refugd his will. 


With trembling fear ſhe figh'd, and thought 
Each moment to be ſlain : 

Help! help! O help, for heaven's ſake! 
She cry'd, but cry'd in vain. 
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| Whole floods of tears, like filver dew 

| | From off the lilly's head, | 

| Fell down her white and pearly neck, 
Unhappy, lovely maid! 


—— 


The thoughts of loſing all her charms, 
That they muſt turn to clay; | 

To think of dying when ſo young, 
Induc'd her to. obey, | 


Her bleeding heart did oft miſgive, 
bh : She pray CA ſhe wept, and ſigh'd: 
| But when her precious jewel loſt 


al Much- better had ſhe dy'd. 


The 
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The faithleſs wretch now flies her charms, 
Thoſe very charms he {wo:e 

To nouriſh with his utmoſt care, 
He now regards no more. 


Her bed ſhe waters with her tears, 
And beats her 1 7. breaſt; 

Her hand opports her drooping head, 
But ſhe can find no reſt. 


At 8 85 the ruddy morning roſe, 
che bluſh'd to ſee the day ; 

And curs'd the night, that fatal night, 
In which ſhe did obey. 


The guilt, which guilt was not her own, 
80 Vl: ck was in her eye 

That, though at death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now reſ{olv'd to die. 


A pois'nous drug, oh mournfu] tale! 
Within a fil ver bowl 

She mix d then ſipp'd the deadly juice, 
And breath'd away her foul. 


The ſcarlet of her lips grows pale, 
Her eyes no luſtre boaſt; 

Soft niukck dies upon her tongue, 
And all her charms are lou. 


Now, Fdward think what thou haſt done, 


Repent e're is too late; 
Or at the dreadful da of doom, 
Expect thy wretched ſate. 


5 7 Wm RU, 
K 2 4 3 N _ > * 82 ＋ 
— < 2 f Fo * N 
C1 "7Y 3 44 8 * 2 . 
; wo a 2 5 7 WM 
2 6* E" JJ > 7 F CY - 


175 


Song 


. 7, CY 
N . 5 „„ „ 
EDS - i * S "OI IIS "I 
r LIE . - Ws 2 5 3 
2 - wad 1 * 3 _= 


. 


r _— * . » PT 6 
e On. See erp, of Wha ey 


- Wl 
ds: 3 
* 3 ts MT] 


_ 


8 


4g 


DE SS 


4 

3 
K 
8 
I 


| 


== 


176 A Complete Collection of 


Song CXLII. Do do not ast me, charming Phillis, 


O not ask me, charming Phillis, 
| Why I lead you here alone, 
By this bank of pinks and lillies, 
And of roſes newly blown. 


'Tis not to behold the beauty 

Of thoſe flow'rs that crown the ſpring 3 
"Tis to---- but I know my duty, 

And dare not name the thing. 


*T1s, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhould I thus fearful be ? 
_ Evry moment, gently flying, 
Smiles, and ſays, make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to thoſe roſes, 
While the beams play gently in, 

J would ---- but my fear oppoles, 
And I dare not name the thing, 


Yet I die if J conceal it; 

Ask my eyes, or ask your own ; | 
And if neither can reveal it, 

Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lillies, 
Might I ſpeak what 1 would do; 
i would with my lovely Phillis, 
? would, I would — ah ! would you? 
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| Song CXLIIL. The happy Meeting 


7 NCE I met a damſel fair, 
Walking in a ſhady grove ; 
What was done while we were there, 
Ask me not, tho' all was love. 
While I ogled her bright eyes, 
Killing glances ſhe'd return, 
Which at once fierce love did raiſe 
In my heart, and made me burn. 


Round her neck I threw my arms, 
All in raptures we did meet, 
While I revell'd in her charms, 
Where I rifled ev'ry ſweet. 
O! the joys my heart did feel, 
When ſhe preſt me to her breaſt ! 
Ev'ry motion ſeem'd to kill, 
And ſoon lull'd me down to reſt. 


Song CXLIV. To a young Lady, on reading 
Sherlock upon Death. 


Iſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving 3 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 

Hie cheats us of our living. 


II. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, without a maſter ; 
Then let us only ſtudy now, 
ng How we ſhall live the faſter. 
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III. 


To live's to love, to bleſs be bleſt 


With mutual inclination ; 
Share then the ardor in my breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


IV. 


But if thus bleſt T may not live, 
And pity you deny; 

To me, at leaſt, your Sherlock give, 
'Tis I muſt learn to die. 


Song CXLV. 7. be Replication. 
"AIN ſubtle man, no longer boaſt | 


How many hearts you've won ; 
Mankind were form'd not to deceive, 
Nor maids to be undone, 


Virtue and truth are ornaments, 
Which grace a female mind; 

When thole are loſt, what can retrieve 
The fame of womankeind ? 


With vanity you tax the ſex, 
Their weakneſs you reveal; ; 


But men have more, when they dare boaſt 


Thoſe joys they ſhould conceal. 


Strive then no more with artful wks 


Our virtue to trapan 
If we miſtake bright honour's path, 
"Tis owing all to man. 


Song? 
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Song CXLVI. The Cumberland Lag. 


N Cumberland there dwells a maid, 
i Her charms are paft compare : 
he gods, to ſhew their works, have made 
Her vertuous as ſhe's tair, 


Such beauties deck her lovely face, 
As mortals never ſaw; 

Her charms command each finiſt'd grace, 
Her looks reſpect and awe. 


Her modeſt mien and genteel air, 
Proclaim her foe to pride; | 

Her eyes and thoughts carry no ſnare, 
Nor female ſcorn to chide. 


Her wit, her choice companions know, 
Is mixt with innocence ; 

Too quick to pierce, but yet too low 
To give the leaſt offence. 


Her merit, kingdoms would command, 


And empires wouid but prove 
A price too ſmall, ſhou'd they demand 
Her heart when warm'd with love, 


Before I ſaw her, gloomy night 
Reign'd in my hemiſphere ; 

But when ſhe ſhone, diffuſive light 
My wand'ring ſoul did cheer. 


The climate doom'd for my abode, 
Too chilling was to live; 

But now I'm blithe, bleſt like a god, 
Her warmth doth me retrieve. » 
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No ſun I ever view by day, 
Beſides the charming fair; | 
Whoſe genial beams ſuch joys convey, 
As gods themſelves might ſhare. 


I ne'er obſerve Sol's golden light, 

To her I homage pay ; 
For when ſhe's abſent, then tis night, 
And when ſhe ſhines, tis day. 


My foul was chaos, till J heard 
Her ſeraphical tongue ; | 
Then muſick's charms ſoftly appear'd, 
And love was all my ſong. 


By her I do compute thoſe joys, 
Exſtatic lovers tafite; 


And the bright theme my ſoul employs, 


Too ſtrong to be effac'd. 


When &er ſhe ſmiles, my ſtate 1 do 


Before a god's prefer ; 
And I cou'd bid my heav'n adieu, 
To find one more in her. 


For ever on her I cou'd gaze, 


Such beauties round her ſhine ; 


On her ſoft boſom end my days, 


And ner at death repine. 


So mild ſhe ſeems, {ure ſhe can't hate 
A heart replete with truth; 
Or triumph o'er the hapleſs fate 

Of a deſpairing youth. _ 


Some gentle breeze, O] to her bear 
My fighs, ker heart to move! | . 


In ſome foft ſtrain tell my deſpair, 


And let her know I love. 


Song 
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Song CXLVII. 


D Eneath ſome hoary mountain 
B I'll lay me down and weep, 
Or near ſome warbling fountain, 

Bewail my ſelf aſleep; 
Where feather'd choirs combining, 
With gentle murm'ring ſtreams, 
And winds in concert joining, 
| Raiſe ſadly-pleaſing dreams. 


Song CXLVIII. Advice to Clarinda. 


O more, Clarinda, waſte your tim 
In decking of that face ; 
Since age and wrinkles will combine 
To rob each fimſh'd grace. 


Like ſpring your beauties gay appear, 


I feel their influence ; 


But think, when autumn's drawing near, 


How they will chill the ſenſe. 


View nature's works around her frame, 
And then you'll juſtly ſay, 

Beauty can but a ſeaſon claim, 
Then feel a ſure decay. 


Think then on time, it flies apace, 
Accept my heart whilſt warm ; 

Leit age ſhou'd come, and leave that face 
Without a pow'r to charm. 


Song 
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Her wit and ſweetneſs call me; 


Ihen to my fair Ill ſhow my mind, | 


Whatever may befall me. 


If ſhe love mirth, I'Il learn to ſing; 


Or likes the nine to follow, 
I'll lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo. 


Tf ſhe admires a martial mind, 


I'll ſheath my limbs in armour ; 


If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs 11] charm her. 

If ſhe love grandeur, day and night 
I' plot my nation's glory; 

Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future ſtory. 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding ; 


And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 


With complaiſance abounding. 


My bonny Maggie's love can turn 


Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes ; 


Tf in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 


Which in my boſom blazes. 


ND I'll o'er the moor to Maggie, 


Song CXLIX. O'er the Moor is Maggie. 


Song 
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Song CL. The Folly Topers. 


F all the occupations 
A 'Toper is the belt ; 
"Mp when the world's affairs run croſs, 
Good liquor gives him reſt. 
And a toping, and a toping we will go, &c. 


Here s to thee, honeſt toping Jack, 
Here's wine will chear thy heart 
And if the bottle*s almoſt out, . 
We'll have the other quart. 

And a toping, &c 


What tho” your ſober ſneakers 
Call jolly topere ſwine ; 
Becauſe they wallow in the dirt, 
And we do ſwim in wine. 
Yet a toping, &c. 


The muſick that delights us moſt, 
Is when the bar-bell rings; 
For when the wine's got in our heads, 
We fancy that we're kings. 
And a toping, &c. 


Good liquor drives away all cares, 
Which ſo perplex mens lives; 
For when we've drank our courage up, 
We fear no ſcolding wives. 
And a toping, &Cc. 


We'll drink at morn, at noon, and night, 
The glaſs ſtill going round; 


And when we cannot fit upright, 


We'll drink upon the ground. 
And a toping, &c. 
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See how the ſhining ſparkles riſe, 
Then fill your glaſſes high; 
Tho' gouty pains attack our limbs, 
We'll drink until we die. 
And a toping, &c. 


The lover lives on Celia's ſmiles, 
And if ſhe frowns, he dies ; 
But what are female ſmiles or frowns, 
To jolly drinking boys? 
And a toping, &c. 


Let miſers heap up ftore of gold, 
To pleaſe their greedy ſouls ; 
The greateſt bliſs we topers find, 
Is in full lowing bowls. 
And a toping, &c. 


Let whigs and tories plague their heads, 
To ſettle ſtate affairs; . 
We'll drink, and all our time carouſe, 
If we live a thouſand years. 
And a toping, &c. 


Song CLI. 


Y ſhady woods and purling ſtreams, 
I paſs my hours in pleaſing dreams, 
And would not for the world be brought 
To change my falſe delightful thought: 
For who, alas ! can happy be, 
That does the truth of all things ſee ? 
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Song CLu. The uns kilful Lover. 


HAT means this ſilly 2 clown thus to 
complain ? 
Think'ſt thou with fighs, and tears, and ſobs my love 
to gain! 
No, no, you have not took the courſe that will prevail; 
For I mind not ſighs, nor tears, nor ſobs, nor yet your 
tale. 


She, 


He. Ah! pity take for goodneſs ſale; my lovely fair, 
Drive not a ſwain, by your diſdain, to black deſpair ; 
4 Ah! pity take, and let not fate thus crop my blooming 
L | youth, 
f For without you I cannot live, and that's the truth. 


She. Another might the favour win that you can't gain, 
Unpractis'd in love's diff” rent arts, poor empty twain | 
We oft refuſe what we would give, out of meer {hame, i 
And think that when it's took by torce, we're leſs to 
blame. 
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Song CLIII. The happy Swain. 1 


"O morning in May is more bright than my deareſt, 
Her boſom's the ſofteſt, her love's the ſincereſt; 
No pride. {ways her beauty, to make her reject me; 
If eer I offend, ſhe with ſmiles doth correct me: 
Her chains are jo caſy, that they're egtertaining, 
ler frowns are ſo mild, I have no cauſe for complain: Ng. 


if nymphs enjoy beauty, her's is paſt extolling; 
Or love be a bleſhug, how happy 1 Collin! 
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All day with faint bluſhes the fair one receives me, 
At night with a ſmile and a kiſs ſhe does leave me; 
The gods ne'er created a pair more inviting, 

A ſwain found ſo conſtant, a * ſo delighting. 


Song CIIV. 


Melia wiſhes, when ſhe dies, 
Her deareſt lord may cloſe her eyes, 
And heaven may open his ; 
Then will he wiſh, but all in vain, 
To have her render'd back again, 


From realms of endleſs bliſs. 


The End of the Firſt Volume. 
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A. 

T noon in a ſultry ſummer's day 

. A council grave our king did hold 
As | beneath a myrtle-ſhade lay muſing 

At Wincheſter there was a wedding 
All in the downs the fleet was moor'd 
As down in a meadow one morning I paſs'd 

A pox on thoſe fools that exclaim againſt wine 
Amongſt the pure ones all | 
| As fair Olinda ſitting was 

| All the town ſo lewd are grown 

Ann thou wert my ain ms 

A Damon late with Chloe ſat 
As Chloris full of harmleſs thought 

And this is no mine ain houſe 

| As after noon one ſummer's day 

| Alas! when charming Silvia's gone 

As Amoret and Phillis fat 
As I went forth to view the ſpring 
A lovely laſs to a friar came 1 
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And 1'll o'er the moor to Maggie 
Amelia wiſhes, when ſhe dies 


5 B. 
By the ſide of a great kitchen fire 
Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains 
Blame me not, Chloe, if I ſhun charms 
Beauty and love at variance grown 
Buſy curious thirſty fly 
Beho!d I fly on wings of ſoft deſire 


. Beneatn {ome hoary mountain 


By ſhady woods and purling ſtreams 
4 


Come follow, follow me 
Celia my heart has often rang'd 

Cruel creature, can you leave me 
Chloe, be wiſe, no more perplex me 
Celia, ny deareſt, no longer depreſs me 
Charming Chloe, look with pity 


| D. 

Draw, Cupid, draw, and make fair Silvia know 
Deſparing beſide a clear ſtream 
Dear Collin, prevent my warm bluſkes 

Dear madam, when ladies axe willing 

Do not ask me, charming Phillis 


F. 
Fly from Olinda young and fair 
Farewell the darling ſhades I love. 
Flocks are ſporting, doves are courting 
Fair and foft, and gay and young 
Four and twenty fiddlers all in a row 
Fame loudly thro' Europe paſles 


_ wm _ 


„ r . 


Kerne ee 114 


Wi ik ess 


281882 


ö 


- 

J 

9 
0 
* 
* 


* TABLE. 


G. 


Genius of England, from thy pleaſant bow'r of bliſs 
Great lord Frog to lady Mouſe 

Gently touch the warbling lyre 

Ghoſts of ev'ry occupation 


| God proſper long our noble King 


© Ne 
Hark! how the drums beat up again 
Hark! the thund'ring cannons roar 
How hard is the fortune of all womankind 
How tormenting's the anguiſh _ 
Hear, Chloe, hear 


How cruel is a parent's care 


He that will not merry, merry be 


Tanthe the lovely, the joy of her ſwain 
Jocky met with Jeany fair 

Joy to great Cæſr 

never law a face till now _ 

If you will love me, be free in expreſſing it 
Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 

had rather enjoy 

have been in love, and in debt, and in drink 
Joy to the bridegroom, fill the sky 

If wine be a cordial, why does it torment 
In my triumphant chariot -hurÞ'd 

I'll range around the ſhady bowers 

Jocky and Jenny together were laid 

It any ſo wile is 

It was a rich merchant man 

In Cumberland there was a laſs 
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L. 


Long was the day &er Alexis my lover 
Let ambition fire thy mind 

Leave kindred and friends, ſweet _ 
Love and folly were at play 

Lord! what's come to wy mother 


1 
Miſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by 


| N. 
No more, Clarinda, waſte your time 


No morning in May 1 is more bright than my deareſt 


5. 


On a bank of flowers in a ſummer's day 


Oh! happy, happy groves, witneſs of our tender loves 


On Enfield common, I met a woman 
One April morn, when from the ſeas 
Once I lov'd a charming creature 

Of all the girls in our town 


Once in our lives 
Oh, London is a fine town, and a gallant city 


Oh! the pain and grief I bear 
On a bank beſide a willow 


Ohl the charming month of May ! 
On a graſſy pillow 
Of all the joys we cer poſſeſt 


Once I met a damſel fair 
Of all the occupations 


Prithee, Chloe, give o'er 
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Some brag of their Chloris, and ſome of their Phillis 15 
Sweet are the charms of her I love 28 
Since times are ſo bad, I muſt tell you, ſweet heart 60 
See how fair and fine ſhe lies 5 
Stay, Shepherd, ſtay; I prithee ſtay 101 
See, my Seraphina comes 139 
Shepherd Adonis, being weary of his ſport 168 
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The valiant Eugene to Views i is gone | 24 
*Twas within a furlong of Edinborough town 27 
There was a laſs of Iſlington 65 
There was a knight, and he was young 68 
That all men are beggars, we plainly may ſee 74 
T was in the land of Cyder + 
"Twas when the ſeas were roaring 80 
There was a maid the other day | - 
Thfs is a ſtructure fair 94 
The laſt time I came o'er the moor 106 
The night her blackeſt ſable wore 122 
The ſun had loos'd his weary team 124 
Tho' cruel you ſeem to my pain | 146 
There liv'd long ago in a country place ; 159 
To friend and to foe 162 
The lady of qual! 171 
Tho' envious old age 173 
The night was in her ſable ſhroud 173 

V. 
Vain ſubtle man, no longer boaſt 17 

W. 
When Fanny, blooming fair 6 
Where oxen do low 8 
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When bright Aurelia tript the plain 


Whence comes it, neighbour Dick 


Would fate to me Belinda give 
What though they call me country laſs 


Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 
What ſha!l T do to ſhew how much I love her 


Whilſt the town's brim-full of folly 


What woman coald do, I have try'd to be free 
While the town agrees that Polly 

While blooming youth, and gay delight 
When once the marriage knot is ty'd 

When vielding firſt to Damon's flame 

When firſt I laid ſiege to my Chloris 

What beauty do I {ee 

Whilft I gaze on Chloe trembling 


Well drink, and we'll never have done boys 
Who comes there? ſtand | 


What means this filly whining clown thus to complain 185 


WeLVinds fo u ee, dd, compla5 125, = / 
Young Philander woo'd me long | 44, 


Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods 
Young virgins love pleaſure 
Young Philoret 

Ye beaus of pleaſure 


Ye maidens, ye wives, and young widows, rejoice 


You love, and yet when I ask you to marry me 
Young Corydon and Phillis 
Young damiels were formerly won 
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